Every Heart a Maze 


Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/36363262. 


Rating: 

Archive Warning: 
Category: 
Fandom: 


Relationship: 
Character: 


Additional Tags: 


Language: 
Stats: 


Summary 


Mature 


No Archive Warnings Apply 

M/M 

The Maze Runner Series - James Dashner The Maze Runner 
(Movies), The Maze Runner Series - All Media Types 

Newt/Thomas (Maze Runner), Newt & Thomas (Maze Runner) 

Newt (Maze Runner), Thomas (Maze Runner), Minho (Maze Runner), 
Alby (Maze Runner), Chuck (Maze Runner), Teresa Agnes, Brenda 
(Maze Runner), Jorge (Maze Runner), Frypan (Maze Runner) 

newtmas - Freeform, Canon Compliant, Canonical Character Death, 
The Maze Runner - Freeform, POV Newt (Maze Runner), Asexual 
Thomas (Maze Runner), Gay Newt (Maze Runner), sorry james, | loved 
your books but I'm taking over from here, creating my own canon, this is 
like the slowest burn you've ever read, Alternate Canon, Canon Rewrite 
English 

Published: 2022-01-11 Updated: 2022-06-19 Chapters: 20/? Words: 
47855 


Every Heart a Maze 


by FilisMaze 


Three years they'd been trapped within the walls of the Maze; no memories of a time before 
and their only motivation being to find a way out. 

Newt had already given up all hope when one day a new Greenie shows up in the Glade, 
turning life upside down. 


It's basically the Maze Runner, altered enough to have movies and books get along with 
each other. Also it's told from Newt's point of view cause I just love putting myself through 


misery. 


It's the story I always wanted to read but never got, so now I'm just gonna write it myself. 


Notes 


For Newt, you deserved the world and all I can give you is a voice. 
For James, I hope you read this some day and I wish you to suffer as much as I suffered 
reading your books 


Chapter 1 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


The Box arrived late that day. When the alarm eventually went off, everyone else left their posts 
and ran to greet it. Newt didn't bother to hurry. After three years he knew by now exactly how long 
it took for the elevator to reach the Glade. He wasn't all that eager to meet the new Greenie, 
anyway. They were sent a new one every month. It wasn’t anything out of the ordinary. More like 
a burden, really, to have to explain the whole lovin' mess of a place to the Newbies; to look into 
their confused eyes and see all hope vanish. Newt hated it. 


His position, however, required him to get up and join Alby and the others for the welcome 
committee. 


Sighing, Newt rose from his stool, flinging the sewing kit back into the basket he’d taken it from 
earlier, and examined the shirt he’d been mistreating with his lousy sewing skills. He should 
probably stick to helping the Med-jacks, mending clothes was definitely not his forte. Frustrated, 
Newt put the shirt over the basket and turned towards the Box. 


His right ankle was stiff from sitting for so long and he needed to stretch his leg before he could 
fully strain it again. 


Two months had passed since the incident. Two months, and everyone was acting as if nothing 
had happened. Which might have been because no one but Alby and Minho knew the exact 
circumstances of the incident, but still, Newt didn't understand why Alby hadn't immediately 
revoked his rank of second in command, when he obviously wasn’t a good fit for the job. Even he 
hadn't really talked to him about what had happened. But Newt couldn’t blame his friend for it. 
Alby had more than enough going on himself. He'd been second in command before Newt, but 
after Nick's death - which had happened not too long ago - he’d taken his position as leader, which 
brought with it a lot of responsibility. 


When Newt approached the group of boys gathered around the Box, the double doors in the 
ground were about to slide open. With heavy grating sounds they revealed what was inside, and 
Newt was just in time to get a look at the Greenie. He had dark hair and moles that stood out from 
his otherwise pale features. The boy instinctively covered his face with both of his hands, 
protecting his eyes from the sudden influx of light. Newt stepped closer, trying to get a better look, 
as Alby and Zart each pulled at one side of the steel grate, parting it for the Greenie to climb out. 


“Look at that shank.” 

“How old is he?” 

“Hope you enjoyed the one-way trip, Greenie.” 
“Ain't no ticket back, bro.” 


The boy below removed his hands from his face and squinted towards the light. The boys above 
shifted, bending over the Box, looking down at the Greenie, pointing, calling him names. They 
were all just teenagers, barely more than kids, but given the fact that they all knew exactly what 


the new guy was going through right now - they'd all lived through it themselves after all - Newt 
felt they could be a little more lenient with him. 


For a moment the Newbie just stared up, dumbfounded. Then Gally jumped down, grabbing the 
boy by the collar. “Day one, Greenie. Rise and shine,” he said, yanking him out of his numbness 
and dropping him to the ground of the Glade. Everyone was laughing. 


Newt looked into the Greenie’s puzzled face and suddenly seized by a strange wave of 
recognition, but when he wanted to further pursue this sensation, it eluded his consciousness. Newt 
blinked in confusion. 


In the next moment the rapidly changing emotions on the Greenie's face settled on fear. He 
jumped up, broke the circle of Gladers standing around him, and sprinted off. 


“We got a Runner!” Zart shouted. The others burst into roaring cheers. Some of the boys even 
applauded. 


Newt was still pondering the familiar feeling the boy had sparked inside him, when said boy 
stumbled, turned over, and fell face first. Only now did he seem to really notice his environment. 
Getting to his feet, his gaze wandered over the Glade and the high walls surrounding it. As he 
rotated in a slow circle the others sniggered and stared. Greenie's gaze flickered between the crowd 
of boys and the bizarre place in which he'd found himself. 


The vast courtyard several times the size of a football field, surrounded by four enormous walls 
made of grey stone and covered in spots with thick ivy formed a perfect square around them, each 
side split in the exact middle by an opening as tall as the walls themselves that led to passages and 
long corridors beyond. 


“Look at the Greenbean,” Gally said. “Gonna break his shuck neck checkin' out the new digs.” 
Again, several boys laughed. 


“Shut your hole, Gally,” Newt said Gally acknowledged this with a crooked grin. 


Alby slowly walked towards the frightened boy. As leader it fell upon him to explain the Glade’s 
rules to the Newbies. The rules were simple, and there were only three. First, do your part . 
Second, never harm another Glader . Most importantly, never go beyond the walls . Every single 
one of them had internalised these rules, and it was essential for the Greenie to swear to them too. 
Even though the poor kid wouldn't understand half of their importance yet. 


“Hey there, Greenbean. You're not gonna run again, okay? Good. Nice to meet ya, shank,” Alby 
said “Welcome to the Glade. Now, can you tell me anything about yourself - Anything at all?” 


The Greenie, visibly distressed, just looked around, not giving any response. 


"Can you tell me your name?" Alby said, looking firmly at the boy. 
“I- I can't remember anything. Why can't I remember anything?” the boy stuttered. 


“It's okay. Hey, relax. Relax. It's normal. It happens to us all. You get your name back in a day or 
two. It's the one thing they let us keep." 


“What is this place?” 


“It's a long story, shank. Piece by piece, you'll learn — I'll be taking you on the Tour tomorrow. 
Till then ... just don't break anything.” Alby held a hand out. “Name's Alby.” 


The Greenie refused his hand. “Then tell me,” he said, struggling to keep his voice even. “Tell 
me the long story.” 


Alby glanced at Newt, rolling his eyes. “Ain't no way to start these conversations, you get me? 
We don't kill shanks like you here, I promise. Just try and avoid being killed, survive, whatever.” 


Newt felt it time for him to step in, and he caught a look of relief on Alby’s face. “Wait for the 
bloody Tour, Alby,” Newt said. “Kid's gonna have a buggin’ heart attack, nothin’ even been heard 
yet.” 


“Greenbean, meet Newt. When I'm not around, he's in charge.” 


Newt offered a hand to the Greenie, and was pleasantly surprised when he actually took it. A 
warm feeling spread through Newt as his fingers touched the other boy's palm. “Well, it's a good 
thing you're always around then.“ 


Alby frowned at their clasped hands. It hadn’t escaped him that Greenie had taken Newt's hand 
without any hesitation while he’d refused Alby’s mere moments before. Newt ignored his friend's 
glare, giving the Greenie a sincere smile, before realising that they'd been shaking hands for longer 
than was necessary and abruptly withdrew. 


“Listen, that was some dash you made earlier. You know, for a second, I thought you had the 
chops to be a Runner,” he said to cover up his embarrassment, “till you face-planted. That's great.“ 


“Pipe it, shuck-face,” Alby grunted, raising his eyebrows at Newt. “At least he can understand 
half my words.” 


“Wait, a Runner?” the Greenie asked, obviously oblivious to the tension between Alby and 
Newt. 


“Newt, do me a favour. Go find Chuck.” Alby had spoken in a calm tone, but Newt knew him 
well enough to read the plain command. Still feeling the Greenie's curious gaze on him, Newt 
pushed his way between the two boys. 


“Alright,” he said, knowing that Alby wouldn't want him to question his authority. 
“Thanks.” 


Newt was deliberately casual strolling away, but he couldn't help but turn back to the Greenie. 
He got a strange tingling sensation when he noticed that the Greenie was watching him too. Alby 
had to put a hand on the boy's shoulder in order to get his attention back. 


“Look, I'm sorry to rush this. You came up a little late, and there's a lot to do. We got something 
special planned tonight.” Newt heard his friend say as he led the Greenie away. “We eat here. We 
sleep here. We grow our own food. We build our own shelter. Whatever we need, the Box 
provides. The rest is up to us.” 


“The Box?” 
“Yeah. They send it once a month with a new Greenie. This month, that's you. Congratulations.“ 


“Who sent me here?” The boy asked, his confusion giving way to anger. “Who put-“ 


Alby's hand shot out before the Greenie could finish another question, grabbing him by the shirt. 
Newt could tell Alby's patience was running out. He paused, wondering if he should step in. He 


closed his eyes to collect himself, then he turned to the scene happening behind him. 


“Whacker, if we told you everything, you'd die on the spot, right after you klunked your pants. 
Baggers'd drag you off, and you ain't no good to us then, are ya?” Alby snapped. 


“I don't even know what you're talking about,” Greenie said with a shockingly steady voice. 


That settled it. Newt walked over and reached out, grabbing Alby by the shoulders. “Alby, lay 
off a bit. You're hurtin’ more than helpin', ya know?” 


That actually made Alby let go of the Greenie's shirt. He stepped back, his chest heaving. “Ain't 
got time to be nice, Greenbean. Old life's over, new life's begun. Learn the rules quick, listen, don't 
talk. You get me?” 


The Greenie looked over at Newt, as if hoping for help. Newt would’ ve liked to give the shank a 
few words of encouragement, but seeing as he was second in command, he needed to side with 
Alby in this. “Greenie, you get him, right?” 


The boy visibly fumed, but to Newt's relief he simply said, "Yeah." 


“Good that,” Alby said. “First Day. That's what today is for you, shank. Night's comin’, 
Runners'll be back soon. The Box came late today.” He turned towards Newt. “Get him a bed.” It 
was him telling Newt, he's your problem now , without actually saying it. 


“Good that,” Newt said. 


Alby turned back to Thomas, narrowing. “A few weeks, you'll be happy, shank. You'll be happy 
and helpin'. None of us knew jack on First Day, you neither.” With that Alby turned and pushed his 
way through the crowd, heading for the Homestead, a slanted wooden building in the corner. Most 
of the other boys had already wandered off, knowing that the show was over for now. 


The Greenie folded his arms, closing his eyes and taking a deep breath, before whispering, 
“What did I do — why did they send me here?” 


Newt reached out for him, clapping the boy's shoulder. “Greenie, what you're feelin’, we've all 
felt it. We've all had First Day, most of us came out of that dark Box. Things are bad, they are, and 
they'll get much worse for ya soon, that's the truth.” Newt could feel his own thoughts drifting in a 
dangerous direction and tried to displace the fog that settled on his mind. He wasn't trying to scare 
the Greenie, but there was no point in pretending. Life in the Glade wasn't easy and he'd soon 
experience that firsthand anyway. 


“Ts this a prison?” 


“Done asked four questions, haven't ya?” Newt replied. “No good answers for ya, not yet, 
anyway. Best be quiet now, accept the change — morn comes tomorrow.” Yeah, ‘cause you're so 
bloody fantastic yourself at accepting the whole situation, Newt grimly scolded himself. Barely 
having finished that thought, a sudden piercing scream ripped through the air. High and shrill, the 
non-human shriek echoed across the stone courtyard; every kid in sight turned to look towards its 
source. Newt startled, his forehead creasing in concern. 


“Shuck it,” he said. “Can't the bloody Med-jacks handle that boy for ten minutes without needin' 
my help?” He shook his head, offering Thomas an apologetic smile. “Find Chuckie, tell him he's in 
charge of your sleepin’ arrangements.” 


The boy looked at him with his wide amber eyes and Newt's heart rate increased. He almost 
stumbled, forgetting for a second that his right leg wasn't working properly. 


Turning in the direction of the Homestead, Newt felt sorry to leave the poor shank like that, but 
he couldn't neglect his duties. If he was being honest, he was glad Ben was giving him a way out 
of the situation. He didn't understand how the Greenie affected him so much with his mere 
presence, but he would have to deal with that later. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Chapter 2 


Alby had already been there when Newt had entered the room, crouched over the twisted, pale 
figure writhing in agony, chest bare and hideous. Ben's condition was worse than it had been 
yesterday. That was normal, Newt reminded himself, it always got worse before it got better. Still, 
he would never get used to the sight of his friends during the Changing. Especially the rigid cords 
of sickly green veins, webbed across the boy's body and limbs, like ropes under his skin. It made 
Newt uncomfortable. Purplish bruises covered the kid, red hives, bloody scratches. His bloodshot 
eyes bulged, darting back and forth. 


"I'm trying to calm him down. Sent Jeff and Clint to get more of the numbing herbs," Alby said 
as he poured a yellow-green paste into Ben. The boy tried to wriggle out of it, but was held to the 
bed by ropes. 


“Gally and a few others are hanging out downstairs, should I send them away?" Newt asked, 
unsure of what to do. 


“Nah, I know. Gally wanted to talk with me ‘bout something earlier, but then Ben started 
screaming like crazy. That's probably why he's loitering around. Wants to catch me later.” Alby 
reached for a damp cloth to wipe Ben's forehead with. “The Greenbean’s alright?” 


“Told him to find Chuck... What did Gally wanna talk to you about?" 


"Don't know, but knowing Gally it's -" Alby was interrupted when some shuffling and sniggering 
could be heard from down the stairs. Ben reacted to the noises as well, managed to free one of his 
veined hands from the ropes and screamed. Newt jumped forward, holding him down, while Alby 
bent over the boy to tie him up again. Then Alby grabbed the paste, pushing its remains between 
the boy's lips, taking advantage of Ben's mouth being opened wide while screaming. 


“Hey, look, it's the Greenbean,” Gally's voice unmistakably sounded from the first floor. “This 
shank probably klunked his pants hearing Benny scream like a girl. Need a new nappy, shuck- 
face?” 


Through the thin wooden walls of the Homestead, every word spoken was quite audible. Newt 
tried to ignore it, concentrating on the task at hand, fumbling with the rope, when someone 
downstairs seemingly approached the stairs. 


“Hold on there, Greenie. Newbies aren't allowed to see someone who's been ... taken . Newt and 
Alby won't allow it.” 


“What's your problem?” the Greenie asked, apparently not much intimidated by Gally, which 
was... quite impressive, Newt had to give him that. “I don't even know where I am. All I want is 
some help.” 


“Listen to me, Greenbean,” Gally continued, voice full of antipathy. “I've seen you before. 
Something's fishy about you showing up here, and I'm gonna find out what.” 


A surge of heat pulsed through Newt's veins. Hearing Gally say he'd seen the Greenie before sent 
shivers down his spine. Was that what Gally had wanted to talk to Alby about? What did it mean ? 
Involuntarily Newt looked up meeting Alby's gaze, who now that Ben had calmed down a little, 
attentively overheard the conversation happening below. 


“T've never seen you before in my life. I have no idea who you are, and I couldn't care less,” the 


Greenie spat, and Newt fervently hoped that Gally would pull himself together, not slapping that 
stupid shank right in his lovin' face. 


“T've ... seen you, shank. Not too many in these parts can say they've been stung,” Gally went on, 
ignoring the underlying provocation. “I have. I know what Ben is going through right now. I've 
been there. And I saw you during the Changing. And I bet your first meal from Frypan that Ben'll 
say he's seen ya, too.” 


Newt looked at the boy who was lying on the bed between Alby and him, frowning. His eyelids 
were closed, but the eyeballs underneath were still darting back and forth, moving incessantly. 
Ben's whole body jerked and his lips trembled as he fought the unconsciousness. Newt couldn't 
imagine what the boy was going through, whether it was purely physical pain, or if what he saw 
during the Changing was importuning him. It was true that those who had been stung by the 
Grievers and survived the process of the Changing were getting some of their memories back, or at 
least something they thought to be memories. Immediately after the Changing, these visions of a 
time before the Glade were most present, afterwards they soon subsided and there remained only 
shadows of them. Not that Newt had any practical knowledge to talk of here, he himself had been 
spared this experience so far. Still, he could hardly imagine that Gally had retained such a precise 
memory that he could clearly identify the Greenie. And yet, Newt couldn't deny that strange 
feeling of familiarity that had overcome him seeing that new boy. 


At that moment Ben began to groan and squirm again. Alby put a soothing hand on his sweaty 
forehead to shush him as the boy's moans echoed through the building. Afterwards it remained 
quiet for a few moments before the Greenie spoke again.“If Newt went up there, then I wanna talk 
to him.” 


That declaration made Newt’s face heat up. Alby again, raised an eyebrow at him. "Got yourself 
a shucking puppy, don't ya?" he said, and Newt couldn't tell if there was an accusation in his voice 
or if his friend was just teasing. Either way, Newt decided to ignore the comment and again 
focused on checking the ropes that tied Ben to the bed. 


“You know what? You're right,” they could hear Gally say. “I shouldn't be so mean to Newbies. 
Go on upstairs and I'm sure Alby and Newt'll fill you in. Seriously, go on. I'm sorry.” 


"Yeah, now's the buggin’ 'perfect time for ya to get all noble, Gally," Newt muttered under his 
breath. It was clear to everyone that Gally just wanted the Newbie to get in trouble. The sudden 
change in Gally's attitude did not seem to have escaped the Greenie either. 


“What's your name?” he asked. 


“It's Gally. You can call me Captain Gally if you want.” 
"Okay," said the Greenie steadfastly. "Captain Gally it is then." 


At this Newt couldn't hold back any longer, quickly he covered his mouth with a hand, trying to 
suppress the bubbling laughter. Alby looked at him worried, then just shook his head. 


“Just go up the stairs,” Gally demanded. “And stay away from me you little slinthead.” 
“Fine.” 


Newt groaned inside. Why did the Newbie have to turn out to be such a stubborn shank? Why 
couldn't he just sit weeping in some bloody corner the way Greenies usually tend to do on First 
Day. 


“You're not supposed to,” a younger voice reasoned. Chuck. So the Greenie had found the boy 
after all. “You're a Newbie — you can't go up there.” 


But not even Gally could stop the Greenie, so neither would Chuck. They could hear the boy 
starting up the stairs. The old wood of the treads groaning and creaking under each step. 


“The Changing” Gally shouted from below. “Look forward to it, shuck-face!” 


The creaking floorboards gave away the Greenie approaching their room, then the brass handle 
turned and the door opened. The look on the boy's face was sheer horror. Newt felt sorry for him, 
on the other hand, it was his own fault. He had been told he had no bloody business here, and he 
had chosen to ignore that. 


“What're you doing up here, Greenie?” Alby yelled, giving that poor shank a look of fury. Newt 
thought that wasn't exactly fair. After all, they had both previously followed the conversation 
downstairs and both knew that it was in fact Gally's fault that the Newbie had actually showed up 
here. 


“T... uh... want some answers,” the boy murmured, looking more lost than ever. He slouched 
against the railing in the hallway, staring at the floor. Newt felt like the Greenie was deliberately 
avoiding looking at Ben. And he couldn't blame him. 


“Get your runtcheeks down those stairs, right now,” Allby ordered. “Chuck'll help you. If I see 
you again before tonight, you won't see tomorrow. I'll throw you off the Cliff myself, you get me?” 


Without saying another word, the Greenie turned, heading down the creaky steps and out of the 
Homestead. 


“Maybe you should follow your pup,” Alby said after a moment. “Makin' sure he doesn't cause 
any more trouble.” 


Newt just nodded, being halfway through the door the Greenie had left open when Alby spoke 
again, "It's good to see ya smile for once. Even twice today, should be a new record." 


Newt turned to face his friend. "No bloody idea what you're talking about," he dryly said before 
following the Greenie. 


Before stepping outside, he shot those gathered in the first floor a disapproving look. "Don't ya 
all have anythin’ else that you should be doing?" he asked them. Not without showing their 
displeasure about it, the boys one by one trudged off. Even Gally left, mumbling something 
unintelligible while doing so. 


Outside the Homestead, it didn't take long for Newt to spot the Greenie. He stood with Chuck. 
The younger boy with his round cheeks and curly hair was busy setting up a hammock for him 
when the latter purposefully walked off towards the nearest of the four Doors in the high walls. 
"Bloody hell," Newt muttered to himself. The boy would drive them all insane if he continued like 
this. 


Chuck, who at first didn't seem to have noticed that the Greenie had left him standing, had to 
sprint after him. Newt followed slowly, he didn't want to give Chuck the impression that he didn't 
trust him to handle the situation on his own. The boy could use a little confidence. 


“Dude, where are you going?” Newt heard him ask, catching up with the Greenie. 


“I just wanna see.” 


“You can look around all you want. But you better not go out there.” Very good, Chuck, telling 
the Greenie exactly what not to do has worked out bloody great so far, Newt thought . Should have 
just put that lovin' boy in the pit until the Doors are closing - which should be the case at any 
moment now, anyways. 


“Why not? What's through there?” 
“I don't know. I just know what I'm told. And we're not supposed to leave.“ 


At that moment the Runners returned from their day out in the Maze. As they jogged past the 
boys, the Greenbean almost craned his neck to look after them. “Hey, Chuck. New Greenie, huh? 
How does it feel to be promoted?” 


“Feels great, Minho,” the younger boy replied, beaming. 
“I thought no one was allowed to leave,” Greenie said, annoyed. 


“I said we're not allowed to leave. They're different. They're Runners. They know more about the 
Maze than anyone.“ 


“Wait what?” 

“What?” 

“What you just said Maze ” 

“I did?” It was obvious that Chuck was wishing he'd just kept quiet. 

“Yeah.” As the Greenie drew nearer the Maze's entrance, Newt moved a little faster. 


Chuck tried to stop the Greenbean by stepping in front of him. “Where are you going? What are 
you doing?” 


“T'm just gonna take a look.” 
“I told you, you can't. No one leaves, especially not now. It's not safe.” 
“Okay, alright, I'm not gonna go, “ Greenie said as he started walking into the Maze. 


Out of the corner of his eye, Newt spotted Gally, who was approaching the scene quickly. Newt 
was still thinking about whether to block the boy's way when he had already stormed past him. 
“Hey!” Gally shouted as he shoved the Greenie to the ground with such force that the other boy 
was literally thrown through the air, landing a few meters away on his back with a thud. Gally 
proceeded to hover above him, menacingly. “We gotta stop meeting like this, Greenie.” 


“Get off me!” The humiliated boy called. Getting to his feet again, he pushed Gally away. 


Gally stepped back a bit, positioning himself between him and the Maze's entrance, both hands 
raised in reassurance. “Alright, calm, calm, calm, calm!” 


Lured by the turmoil, more and more of the other Gladers gathered around them. 


“Don't touch me!” 


“Whoa! Take it easy! Take it easy! Just relax,” Gally kept talking to him soothingly, obviously 
aware about the delicateness of the situation that threatened to escalate. Time of teasing and 
ragging was over. 


The Greenie turned, now directly addressing Newt. “Hey, what the hell is wrong with you 
guys?” 


“Just calm down, alright?” Newt took a closer step, also raising his hands to make it clear that he 
wouldn’t hurt him. 


“No, okay? Why won't you tell me what's out there?” 


Because , Newt wanted to shout in his face, that's n one of your bloody concern . “We're just 
trying to protect you,” he said instead. And it was the truth. As much as this stubborn shank of a 
Greenie was pissing him off right now, he didn't like the idea of something happening to him, not 
at all. “It's for your own good.” 


“You guys can't just keep me here!” 
“T can't let you leave.” 
“Why not?” 


The onsetting sounds of the gates closing saved Newt an answer. Everyone turned towards the 
corridor, which gradually disappeared behind the converging walls. The noises of the process 
masking all of the everyday noises of the Glade. Newt was used to this, but he could literally see 
more questions manifest in the Greenie's mind. Like he hadn't voiced enough of them already 
today. “What the hell?” the startled boy whispered under his breath. 


When the walls were completely closed, Gally turned back to the Greenie. “Next time, I'm gonna 
let you leave,” he said, as he walked off. 


Newt stared after him, then looked at the Greenie who was standing in front of the huge closed 
Door, looking completely lost. 


Chapter 3 


That evening the Gladers held a big bonfire. It had become a tradition of sorts; welcoming a new 
Greenie being their only reason to celebrate here. As always, the mood was lively. Some of them 
had finished their daily work early today just so they could focus on the festive preparations. And 
once again they had outdone themselves. Newt usually kept away from the hustle, but he found 
himself in a very good mood today. 


In anticipation of a night full of delight, they all lit the fire together by throwing flamed spears at 
a large wooden statue erected in the middle of the Glade. Some boys struck a beat on makeshift 
instruments while others raised their drinks in a toast. Newt mingled with the cheerful lot, joked 
around with some of his friends, and admonished Gally not to serve Chuck any of his homemade 
brew. Twice. 


But he kept finding himself looking for someone specific. However, the Greenie was nowhere to 
be seen. Yet Newt knew he couldn't be far. As spacious as the Glade was, there weren't many 
places to hide. And he doubted the new boy would be hanging out in the deadheads at night all 
alone. 


Newt scanned the crowd around the campfire one more time, then decided to go find Chuck. 
With him at least Newt knew where to look for and maybe the boy knew something about 
Greenie's whereabouts. 


Of course he was at Frypan's, telling the older boy enthusiastically of his own ideas concerning 
recipes. Maybe they'd wrongly assigned that boy a Slopper , Newt thought. Perhaps he would do 
better as Frypan's assistant. The cook of the Glade could use a helping hand. Newt would have to 
discuss this with Alby first though. 


"Hey, Newt!" Frypan greeted him immediately. "You have to try these skewers, the seasoning 
was Chuck's idea." He handed Newt a stick with several chunks of meat on it. Newt took it, eyeing 
the meat suspiciously. 


"How's it goin', Chuckie?" he asked. 


"It's great!" the curly-haired boy beamed at Newt. "Kinda makes me sad that I slept through my 
own party though. At least I can enjoy this one." 


Newt remembered Chuck's First Day well. It had been horrific, the younger boy had cried lots, 
had been unresponsive for the most part of the day and finally had fallen asleep before the fire had 
even been lit. It felt kinda unreal that it was a month ago already. “No worries, Chuck, this won't 
hardly be the last Greenie-Party, there'll be more for you to enjoy,” Newt said. “Speaking of, have 
ya guys seen the Greenie tonight?” 


"He's sitting right back there behind the old trunk, I think he's a bit in a huff. Didn't even want to 
eat. I didn't do anything wrong, didn't I?" 


“It's not your fault Chuck, he's angry with Alby ... and me.” 
“With you? How can anyone be angry with you?” 


"Don't worry, Chuckie," Newt said, ruffling the boy's tousled hair. "He's a little confused still, 
grand him a few days to settle." 


"No offense, Newt," Frypan cut in. "But no Greenie ever tried running out into the shucking 
Maze on his first day, man. That kid's absolutely nuts if you ask me." 


"He's definitely something," Newt agreed, taking another look at the boy who was leaning 
against the fallen tree, facing away from them.. "I'll go talk to him, I don't like seein' him sit there 
all by himself." 


"Good luck with that, mate,” Frypan said following Newt's gaze. 


Now that Newt had spotted the boy, he wondered how he'd missed him before. That familiar 
feeling, which Newt couldn't quite put his finger on, took hold of him again. Everything in his 
mind seemed to align itself to the Greenie; something about him pulling at Newt's brain, on the 
memories he knew he had, but which had been taken from him. He shook his head to clear it of that 
strange sensation. 


Newt pushed his way through the crowd of Gladers, approaching the group of Gally, Winston, 
Jackson and Billy, standing around a large bowl. “T'll have two,” he said, nodding towards the 
empty drinking cups standing on the bench behind Gally. 


"One for the Greenie, I assume?" Gally said, spitefully. Grabbing two glasses and pouring them 
with the yellowish liquid. "If ya wanna get that boy drunk, just let me know, I'll refill for free. But 
maybe you better not give him too much, that ugly shank doesn't look like he can take a lot." 


Newt left without comment. Two glasses in hand, he went to the Greenie's tree, climbed over it, 
and sat down. The boy looked up briefly, then he faced the ground again. “Hell of a first day, 
Greenie”, Newt said as he handed one of the brew filled glasses to the boy. “Here, put some hair on 
your chest.” 


The Greenie looked up again, glancing back and forth between Newt and the cup he was offering 
him, unsure. He hesitated another second before finally reaching for it, their fingers brushing 
briefly as he did. Newt looked away, staring straight ahead. The Greenie took a sip, spitting out the 
liquid again as soon as he felt it burning in his mouth. “Oh, my god!” He coughed. “What is that?” 


“I don't even know,” Newt said laughing as he took the cup back. “It's Gally's recipe. It's a trade 
secret.” He turned to the bonfire where Gally and some other boys started to playfully wrestle with 
each other. 


“Yeah, well, he's still an asshole,” the Greenie said following Newt's gaze. 


“He saved your life today”, Newt clarified, giving the boy a serious look. “Trust me, the Maze is 
a dangerous place.” The Greenie kept quiet after this and because he didn't know what else to do 
Newt raised his own cup of alcohol, taking a gulp, while again staring ahead at the high wall in 
front of them. Outside the Glade one could hear the dull crunch of the Maze changing. 


“We're trapped here, aren't we?” 


The desperation in the Greenie's voice shook Newt deeply, for he could empathize with it all too 
well. He swallowed the lump rising in his throat. There was no way he would reveal this part of 
himself to the Greenie yet. It was his job to build him up, he should give the boy some hope, not 
take it away from him. “For the moment. But-” he said as he turned around pointing to the group of 
Minho and the Runners across the bonfire. “You see those guys? There, by the fire? Those are the 
Runners. And that guy in the middle there, that's Minho, he's the Keeper of the Runners. Best of 
the best, those guys. Have to be. Everything depends on them.” 


“Why aren't you one?” 


Newt's gaze returned to the Greenie, sharply. “Was till I hurt my leg few months back. Hasn't 
been the bloody same since.” He reached down and rubbed his right ankle absently, a brief look of 
pain flashing across his face. Then he blushed as he realized the meaning of what the Greenie had 
just said. Slim it , he told himself, he most likely hadn't meant it as a bloody compliment . Suddenly 
aware of how close they were sitting, Newt cleared his throat before getting back to the real topic. 
“Now every morning, when those doors open, they run the Maze. Mapping it. Memorizing it. 
Trying to find a way out.” 


“How long have you guys been looking?” the Greenie asked, looking properly at him for the first 
time. 


It took Newt some effort to meet the boy's gaze but finally he said, “Three years.” 
“And you haven't found anything?” 


“It's a lot easier said than done. Listen,” Newt said as he changed his sitting position, raising a 
finger to draw the Greenie's attention to the sounds outside in the Maze. “You hear that? That's the 
Maze, changing. It changes every night.” 


“How's that even possible?” 


“You can ask the people that put us in here if ya ever meet the bastards.” He took a deep breath, 
looking at the ground before speaking again. “Listen, the truth is, the Runners are the only ones 
that really know what's out there. They're the strongest and fastest of us all, and it's a good thing, 
too, because if they don't make it back before those doors close, then they're stuck out there for the 
night. And no one's ever survived a night in that buggin' Maze.” Newt could feel the Greenie's 
gaze upon him, it was a pleasant feeling, but it made him equally uncomfortable. What the hell was 
happening to him ? Newt again raised the glass with Gally's brew to his lips, as the Greenie 
continued to stare. 


“What happens to them?” 


Newt hesitated, unsure of how much to confide the Greenie with. But after all, he had already 
seen Ben, so there was really nothing that could upset him any more. “Well, we call them Grievers. 
Of course, no one's ever seen one close and lived to tell about it. But they're out there, sneaking 
around at night...” The look on the Greenie's face alternated between confusion and horror. He 
opened his mouth as if to say something, but then swallowed, merely knitting his eyebrows 
together. Newt would have liked to know what was going on in the Greenie's head at that moment, 
but he preferred to get the boy's mind off things. “Right, well, that's enough questions for one 
night,” he said, casually putting one arm around the Greenie. “Come on. Listen, you're supposed to 
be the guest of honor.” 


“Oh, well, no, no -” the Greenie started to protest. 
“No! No, no, come on. Let me show you around,” Newt interrupted him, proceeding to get up. 


"Mate, really... I'm not -" the boy tried again, but then let himself be pulled to his feet without 
any resistance. Newt led him around the bonfire while cheering rose as Gally threw some poor 
shank to the ground. Newt remembered what Chuck had said earlier about the Greenie not wanting 
to eat and decided to introduce him to Frypan first. 


“Frypan!” he called out as he, for the second time this evening, walked towards the shack that 


served as their kitchen. “Give my friend here a little bacon tasting.” The cook didn't have to be 
asked twice, instantly flicking some bacon at the Greenie who was struggling to catch it. Zart, who 
was standing nearby tried to hide his amusement behind the cob of corn he was nibbling on. 
Winston, on the other hand, openly sniggered at the Greenie's clumsiness. 


First the boy hesitantly bit into the still warm piece of bacon, then he hungrily stuffed it all into 
his mouth at once. Newt watched him and couldn't help but smile at the sight. Frypan also gave 
him a sympathetic laugh. “Eat up, Greenie. You'll need some strength to work in those fields 
tomorrow,” he said, nodding at Zart, who was the Keeper of the Track-hoes. 


Putting an arm around the Greenie, Newt gently guided him away. He could feel the heat 
radiating from the other boy's body and almost pulled back. But when he realized how the other 
leaned into the touch as if looking for support, Newt let his arm rest, reassuringly squeezing the 
boy's shoulder. 


“You see, the Greenie likes the pork!” they heard Frypan say behind them as they continued their 
tour of the Glade. 


“He doesn't know what real food is,” Winston teased. 
“Dude, my pork is always tender,” Frypan replied, defending himself. 


“I don't really... I don't even know anything about gardening,” the Greenie said after they had 
already walked a few meters. Newt let go of him, immediately missing the closeness 

“Ah, 's alright. Don't worry ‘bout it,” he said, again placing his hand on the boy's lower back for 
reassurance . 


“We've learned it's best to let the Newbies hand everything till we decide what they're best at.” 


Newt didn't understand why he was so attracted to the Greenie, why he felt the need to be close, 
to touch him. He gave him a sideways glance, the boy was undeniably attractive but so were some 
of the other shanks. And none of them had such an effect on Newt. But I just met him , he thought. 
I don't even know him . Yet he knew that wasn't true. He already felt a closeness that could only 
have come from knowing him before the memory-wiped existence of the Glade. “Over there, we 
got the Builders,” he said, pointing at a group of boys, determined not only to distract the Greenie, 
but also himself. “They're very good with their hands, but they're not a lot going on upstairs. And 
we got Winston, the guy who hangs out with Frypan and Zart back there, he's the Keeper of the 
Slicers. And we got two Med-jacks, Clint and Jeff-” 


“Hey, Newt,” Jeff greeted, walking by the pair. 
“- they spend most of their time bandaging the Slicers,” Newt said, chuckling. 
The Greenie stopped, facing Newt. “What if I wanna be a Runner?” 


“Have you listened to a word I've just said?” Newt returned the boy's intense gaze, irritated. “No 
one wants to be a Runner. And besides, you gotta get chosen.” 


“Get chosen by who? What do you do? Test everybody to see how fast they are?” 


Newt gave him an unpleased look, then groaned. “Show me some smarts, Greenie, How fast you 
can bloody run is only part of it. A very small part, actually.” 


This apparently piqued the boy's interest even more. “What do you mean?” 


“When I say best of the best, I mean at everything. To survive the buggin’ Maze, you gotta be 
smart, quick, strong. Gotta be a decision maker, know the right amount of risk to take. Can't be 
reckless, can't be timid, either. It's bloody awful out there, ya know? I don't miss it.” 


“I thought the Grievers only come out at night?” So the boy had listened to what he'd said after 
all. 


“Yeah, usually,” Newt curtly replied. 
“Then why is it so terrible out there?” 


“Pressure. Stress,” Newt sighed. “Maze pattern different every day, tryin’ to picture things in your 
mind, tryin' to get us out of here. Worryin' about the bloody Maps. Worst part, you're always 
scared you might not make it back. A normal maze'd be hard enough — but when it changes every 
night, couple of mental mistakes and you're spendin’ the night with vicious beasts. No room or time 
for dummies or brats.” 

The Greenie frowned under Newt's appraising look. “I want to be a Runner,” he then repeated, 
emphatically. 


Newt looked into his eyes, trying to discern the madman in them, but all he saw was genuine 
intent.” Haven't been here a day, shank. Little early for death wishes, don't ya think?” 


“T'm serious.” 


Newt didn't break the Greenie's gaze. “So am I. Forget it. No one's ever become a Runner in their 
first month, much less their first week. First try to get through your first night.” 


“Newt, I mean it. I can't pull weeds all day — I'll go nuts. I don't have a clue what I did before 
they shipped me here in that metal box, but my gut tells me that being a Runner is what I'm 
supposed to do. I can do it.” 


"And no one said you couldn't. But tell your guts to give it a rest for now. 
“But-” 


“Listen, trust me on this, Greenie. Start stompin' around this place yappin' about how you're all 
nice and ready to be a Runner — you'll make plenty of enemies. Drop it for now.” 


“Fine, I'll just talk to that Minho guy about it.” 


Newt should have been annoyed by the boy's stubbornness, but instead he was amused by it. He 
almost wanted to encourage him to bring his request to Minho. That promised to be a bloody fun 
performance. “Good try, ya buggin’ shank. The Gathering elects Runners, and if you think I'm 
tough, they'd laugh in your face.” 


“For all you guys know, I could be really good at it. It's a-” interrupted by Gally throwing a boy 
at his back, the Greenie almost got knocked over. He caught himself just in time, turning to face 
the ruffian. 


“What do you say, Greenie?" Gally addressed him. “Wanna see what you're made of?” 


Rising chants of "Greenie! Greenie!" allowed no retreat. Newt couldn't help the boy, he'd have to 
manage by himself. Maybe Gally would beat some senses back in that pretty head so he'd forget 
the whole Runner thing. As everyone started gathering around the two boys, they continued glaring 
at each other. Even Minho, who otherwise didn't pay much attention to the show-off games of the 


other Gladers, looked their direction, showing some interest. 


Gally gestured for the Greanbean to come closer. “Okay. Alright. The rules are simple, Greenie. 
I try to push you out of the circle, you try to last more than five seconds. Ready?” he said, giving 
the boy no time to react before attacking him. He pushed him backwards into the crowd where Zart 
and some of the other boys pushed him right back into the circle. Gally took advantage of the boy's 
loss of balance, instantly throwing him to the ground. When he lay coughing in the sand, Gally 
over-excitedly pranced backwards. “Come on, Greenie. We're not done yet.” 


Getting up, the boy straightened his shirt and brushed off the dirt. “Stop calling me Greenie,” he 
exclaimed, and it was impossible for Newt to take his eyes off him. Between the other spectators 
he felt safe, allowing himself to openly stare, confident that no one would notice at that moment. 


“Stop calling you that?” Gally prodded at him. “What do you wanna be called? Shank ? What do 
you think, boys? Does he look like a Shank?” Laughter and shouts of "Shank" erupted from the 
crowd. Spurred on by this, the Newbie charged at Gally, who had already been expecting him, 
easily parrying the attack. They grappled for a moment, before Gally threw him to the ground 
again. 


“You know what? I think I've settled on Shank.” The target of his ridicule barreled into Gally's 
midsection, for a moment it looked like he was going to drive his attacker back, but then it was him 
going down this time. Newt cheered, joining in with the shouts of the other Gladers. 


“Not bad for a Greenie, huh?” the boy triumphed, but Gally didn't let him enjoy his moment of 
exhilaration for long. Still lying down he kicked the Greenie's legs, knocking him to the ground a 
third time. A thud audible when he hit his head hard. Newt immediately noticed that something 
was wrong. The Greenie stayed down longer than before, only slowly getting up. Then he said 
something incomprehensible. 


Unconsciously, Newt had taken a step forward, he wanted to see if the Greenie was okay, but he 
was already scrambling to his feet. 


“Hey! Thomas!” he repeated as he jumped up. And now Newt understood what he was saying. “I 
remember my name! I'm Thomas!” 


“Thomas!” Alby shouted, pointing at the excited boy. Everyone cheered, taking Thomas in their 
midst to share this moment with him. 


“Welcome home, Thomas,” Frypan said, approaching Thomas, passing him a drink. Taking a big 
gulp from the glass, this time the boy endured the burning sensation without batting an eye. And in 
that moment, as he stood there looking at this boy he barely knew, Newt realized that there was 
hope. That maybe someday he would be happy again. 


"Good job, Thomas," Gally said, offering his hand, and Newt couldn't trust his eyes when 
Thomas actually took it. Maybe they'll get along after all , he ventured to hope as the two of them 
shook hands. 


Then a Griever's scream rang out, spoiling the mood, leaving a tense silence. Everyone turned to 
the Maze's closest entrance. 


“What the hell was that?” Thomas asked. 


“That, my friend, was a Griever,” Gally introduced. “Don't worry. You're safe with us. Nothing 
gets through those walls.” 


As Gally casually walked off, Alby turned to the remaining Gladers. “Alright, guys. Let's tuck it 
in for the night,” he said and earned some indignant murmur. “Come on. It was a good night.” 


Of course, no one dared to seriously oppose their leader, and so they eventually walked off. Only 
the Greenie - Thomas - lingered for a moment, staring at the high walls, and Newt could only hope 
he wasn't still clinging to this buggin’ plan of becoming a bloody Runner. 


Chapter 4 


Chapter Notes 


I never understood why in the movies it had to be Alby waking Thomas up on his first 
morning. When in the books it's Newt. In this chapter, I've fixed that, giving the boys 
the shared moment they deserve. 


Newt was usually the first to wake. Not because his sense of duty demanded it of him or because 
he necessarily was a morning person, quite the opposite, really. It were nightmares that bothered 
his sleep. He could never remember what they were about though, and that was exactly what 
tormented him so much. His subconscious was trying to tell him something, but whatever the 
Creators had done to his brain was preventing him from dealing with it. At least not while awake. 
And so every morning he was haunted by the insufficient feeling of having forgotten something 
very important. Or someone . 


He didn't know if the other boys felt the same way - they rarely discussed this. All he knew was 
that three years later, that buggin’ feeling still felt just as shitty as it had on day one. 


But when he woke that morning he could at least partially remember what he'd dreamed. That 
bloody Greenie , he thought as he opened his eyes. There was still time till the first rays of sun 
would climb over the high walls around the Glade and he just laid for a moment, mustering the 
strength to face the day. Getting up was his biggest challenge, but once he would have done it, he 
knew that the rest of the day would be almost bearable. And this morning he at least had something 
to look forward to. Throwing back the covers, he got out of bed. 


Everything was still shadowed by the darkness of the early hour, as he made his way to the back 
of the Homestead to use the bathroom. “Mornin', Newt,” Alby greeted him as he entered. Unlike 
Newt, this guy actually was the epitome of a morning person. Newt gave him an acknowledging 
nod, then turned on the faucet, washing his face with cold water. "Figured I'd better go wake the 
Greenbean right away, give him a chance to deal with the whole situation before the gates open 
today. Can't have him freak out again." 


"Don't ya think seeing your face first thing in the morning would trigger exactly that reaction?" 


"You're right, maybe I should send you to wake him up instead," Alby casually said. "It seemed 
like you two got along pretty well last night." 


The statement stood between them like a question and Newt didn't know how to answer it. 
"Yeah, I s'pose," he then said with a shrug. 


"Good, it's settled then. You go get Thomas." 
"You're serious? What should I bloody tell him?" 
"Don't know, mate, just make sure the shank's all calm and settled before everyone else gets up." 


"And you think I can do it?" Newt asked, showing uncertainty he'd only allow himself in front of 
Alby. And Minho, maybe. 


"You're my second in command." 
"Yeah, about that-" 


"Won't havin’ that conversation with you again!” Alby interrupted. “I made you second in 
command so - how would you put it? - bloody act like it." 


"That's what I do every buggin' day. For your sake only," Newt replied, unable to hide the anger 
in his voice. 


"Good. Now start doing it for yourself," Alby responded, folding his arms across his chest. "Or 
are you tryin’ to tell me ya don't wanna have some alone time with the Greenie?" His friend gave 
him a knowing look, making him quite uncomfortable. "And don't lie to me ‘bout not knowing what 
I'm talkin' about. You know shucking well what I'm talkin' about." 


Newt snorted, rising his middle-finger at Alby. It was an empty but satisfying gesture. 
"Come on, Newt. We're best friends... 's not like we can't talk about it." 


"Yeah, but we never talk about anything 'cept banalities and things concerning the buggin’ 
organization of the Glade," Newt pointed out, voice harsh. 


"I know, sorry, I mean ... I never knew you'd like to," Alby said, raising an eyebrow. 
"Well, right now I bloody don't." 


"Fine. You know how bad I'm at this," Alby said before trailing off. Newt hoped he'd leave it at 
that, but that wish, of course, wasn't granted. "Ya know, I always thought ya had a crush on 
Minho." 


"Gross,” Newt said, frowning. 


“Yeah, I figured so much, havin' seen ya making heart eyes at the Greenbean. Now I honestly 
don't know how I could have thought you liked Minho that way." 


“Good, 'cause I actually don't,” Newt clarified. “But right now I'm thinking ‘bout promotin' him. 
I'm in need of a new best mate. Ya know, since the old one's gettin' on my nerves." Alby laughed at 
that and Newt just rolled his eyes. "We're done?" 


“Depends.” 
"On what?" 
"Whether you're going to wake the Greenie or not." 


"Do I have a bloody choice? No wait- you know what, I'll do it,” Newt said with determination, 
turning his back on Alby and leaving the bathroom. If his friend had said anything else, he didn't 
hear it anymore. 


Quietly he crept past the sleeping Gladers. Chuck, whose hammock was right next to the 
Greenie's, was snoring loudly, otherwise nothing disturbed the tranquility of the early morning. In 
front of the sleeping figure of Thomas, he hesitated. The boy was still sound asleep. While 
yesterday Newt had guessed him to be sixteen or maybe seventeen, he looked a lot younger now. 
Reaching out a hand he touched the boy's shoulder, gently shaking him awake. 


His eyes snapped open. But before his mouth could follow suit, Newt clamped a hand down on 
it, gripping it shut. A brief flare of panic flitted across the boy's face, vanishing as his gaze found 
Newt's. “Shh, Greenie. Don't wanna be wakin' Chuckie, now, do we?” 


Thomas nodded and Newt read a silent confirmation in his eyes, that made him take his hand 
away. “Come on, Greenie, “ he whispered, reaching down to help Thomas to his feet. “Supposed to 
show ya somethin’ before the wake-up.” 


“Okay,” the boy simply said and Newt was surprised at how ready to follow he was. “Where are 
we going?” 


Of course, there'd be bloody questions. “Just follow me. And stay close.” 


They snuck their way through the tightly strewn pack of sleeping bodies, Thomas almost tripping 
several times. Then he stepped on someone's hand, earning a sharp cry of pain in return. “Sorry,” 
he apologized in a hushed voice, ignoring the dirty look Newt was giving him. 


Once they left the lawn area and stepped onto the hard grey stone of the courtyard floor, Newt 
broke into a run, heading for the western wall. He didn't exactly know himself why he felt the need 
to run, but after Thomas at first had hesitated, he had quickly picked up a similar pace, following 
him. 


The light was dim, but any obstructions loomed as darker shadows and they were able to make 
their way quickly along. He stopped a few meters from the high wall, so did Thomas. Newt 
noticed the boy being distracted by the Beetle Blades' red flashing lights and was already in 
anticipation of his next question. 


“What are those?” it came as expected. 


“When you bloody need to know, you'll know, Greenie,” Newt said, although there really wasn't 
any reason not to tell Thomas. Maybe he just wanted to provoke him a little. 


“Well, it's kind of stupid to send me to a place where nothing makes sense and not answer my 
questions.” Thomas paused. “ Shank ,” he then added, every syllable full of sarcasm. 


Before he could stop himself, Newt broke out laughing. Quickly cutting it off again. “I like you, 
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Greenie. Now shut it and let me show ya somethin’. 


He turned so he now had a good view of the huge eastern wall. Thomas did the same, following 
his gaze. A minute passed, then two. Thomas started fidgeting on his feet. "And what's next?" 


"Ya can't keep it shut three minutes, can ya?" Newt remarked, more amused than annoyed. But at 
that moment the sun appeared above the wall and its light bathed the Glade with warm colors. 
Thomas stared in awe but Newt just couldn't take his eyes off the boy next to him. The sunrise was 
certainly beautiful, but nothing compared to the amber glow it cast in the Greenie's eyes. 


"If ya like that, you should see the sun set.. there's this one moment, right before it's slipping 
beneath the walls. It's perfect," Newt said trailing off, already feeling like he'd revealed too much 
of himself with that one sentence. But the Greenie didn't seem to notice his embarrassment, 
preoccupied with holding his face up to the warm rays of sunlight. 


Newt scanned the Glade. Everything was still calm, but gradually the first signs of everyday life 
were recognizable. The sounds of the animals filled the air and the first Gladers got up, making 
their way to the bathroom to start their day. 


Thomas had gone absolutely calm, Newt had not thought it possible that he could remain silent 
for so long at a time. "It's peaceful, isn't it?" he addressed him cautiously, unable to cover the trace 
of bitterness in his voice. “I know it's hard to believe, but it wasn't always this way. We had dark 
days. Lost a lot of boys to fear... to panic. But we come far since then. Established order, made 
peace.” 


“Yeah... why are you telling me this?” Thomas asked , cocking his head and looking at Newt as 
if trying to solve some sort of puzzle. 


"Because you're not like the others. You're curious. And this isn't joke time," Newt explained to 
him. "You've been sent to the Glade, Greenie, and we'll expectin' ya to survive and help us do what 
we've been sent here to do." 


“And what's that?” 


“Find our way out, Greenie. Solve the buggin' Maze and find our way home.” Newt already 
expected Thomas to voice his desire to be a Runner again, arguing that he would be much more 
helpful as such. But to his relief the boy remained silent, just staring at Newt. "And since you're 
one of us now," he continued after a few seconds of silence, unsnapping a dagger from his belt, 
taking Thomas's right hand in his left and placing the dagger in it. He closed his fingers around the 
hilt, before squeezing the boy's shoulder briefly, looking at him invitingly. "You need to know 
what that means." 


For explanation he then pointed to the wall behind them, slowly approaching it. Now that the sun 
was shedding light on it, the names engraved there were visible. Those that were clearly legible, 
but also those that had been crossed out. Justin. Stephen. George.. . 


“What happened to them?” 
“Like I said,” Newt repeated, lost in thought. “Dark days, Tommy.” 


Thomas got the hint, refraining from further inquiries. He turned to face the wall, raised the 
dagger, and began adding his name to those of the Gladers who had come before him. Newt 
watched him, praying he'd never have to scratch Thomas’ name off the wall. 


Chapter 5 


A couple of hours later, the Doors having reopened, rumbling and grumbling and shaking the 
ground until they were completely disappeared into the walls again, and the Runners having left 
bolting into the Maze at full speed, Newt and Thomas sat together with Chuck at a worn, tilted 
picnic table outside the Homestead. 


Thomas's mind was elsewhere, poking half-heartedly with his fork at the eggs and bacon on his 
plate, he obviously didn't want to talk to anyone. Not even to Chuck, who ate silently next to them. 
The poor guy had exhausted himself trying to start a conversation with Thomas, who'd simply 
refused to respond. But Newt wasn't worried by the boy’s behavior. He kept glancing over at him, 
but Thomas didn't notice. The Greenie was finally acting normal for once. Or rather, appropriate to 
the situation. He had a lot to deal with and would find himself again soon enough, Newt was sure 
of that. He’d seen it many times over the past years. 


Spotting Alby, Newt internally groaned. His friend was walking in their direction, brisk steps and 
a wide grin on his face. Newt returned the grin with a scowl, still being upset about his friend's 
failed attempt at a conversation this morning. 


Alby tapped Thomas' shoulder, jarring him from his thoughts, standing behind him with folded 
arms, as he looked down at the boy. “Ain't you lookin' fresh?” he said. “Did ya get to have a nice 
little walk this morning?” 


Thomas jumped up, looking at Alby challengingly, "Yeah, I did. Made me want to learn more 
about this place though." 


Alby nodded. “Me and you, shank. The Tour begins now.” He started to move but then stopped, 
holding up a finger. “No questions till the end, you get me? Ain't got time to jaw with you all day.” 


“But...” Alby's eyebrows shot up, cutting Thomas off, who, however, composed himself quickly, 
ignoring the older boy's stern gaze as he continued speaking. “But tell me everything — I wanna 
know everything.” 


“TI tell ya what I wanna tell ya, Greenie. Let's go.” 


“Can I come?” Chuck asked, hopefully looking at Alby, who reached down and tweaked the 
boy's ear. 


“Ow!” Chuck shrieked. 


“Ain't you got a job, slinthead?” Alby asked him. Newt recalled wanting to speak to Alby about 
this, to suggest assigning the boy to Frypan. But the timing was probably inopportune. “Lot's of 
sloppin' to do?” 


Chuck rolled his eyes, then looked at Thomas. “Have fun.” 


"Yeah, both of you," Newt said, looking at Alby. He secretly hoped the Greenie would make the 
next half of an hour hell for Alby. Just go ahead, keep asking your bloody questions , he thought 
gleefully. 


“T'll try,” said Thomas and grimaced. 


"I don't," Alby added. "This is no shucking amusement park. Ain't nothin' funny about anything 


I'm going to show ya." 


Alby left for the Box and Thomas followed him, leaving the other two boys and an untouched 
breakfast behind. 


“This here's the Box. Once a month, we get a Newbie like you, never fails. Once a week, we get 
supplies, clothes, some food. Don't need a lot — pretty much run ourselves in the Glade,” they heard 
Alby say as he started the Tour. “We don't know jack about the Box, you get me? Where it came 
from, how it gets here, who's in charge. The shanks that sent us here ain't told us nothin’. We got 
all the electricity we need, grow and raise most of our food, get clothes and such. Tried to send a 
slinthead Greenie back in the Box one time — thing wouldn't move till we took him out.” Alby kept 
talking, never bothering to turn and look at Thomas. He probably knew the boy was hot on his 
heels. ““Glade's cut into four sections.” He held up his fingers as he counted off the next four 
words. “Gardens, Blood House, Homestead, Deadheads. You got that?” 


As they walked further away, heading towards the Gardens, Newt couldn't listen to Alby any 
longer. But naturally he knew how the Tour would continue. After the Gardens, Alby would lead 
Thomas to the Blood House, where they raised and slaughtered the animals. Thomas already knew 
the Homestead, so they wouldn't bother with that for long. Then the Deadheads. Alby would 
probably show him the Graveyard back in the thicker woods. Always happy to take the opportunity 
to elucidate the seriousness of the situation to the Newbies. 


"Do you think he's still eating that?" Chuck asked, pointing to the full plate that Thomas had 
carelessly left behind. 


It took Newt a moment to understand what Chuck was getting at. "You can have it. I'll make sure 
Frypan has a little somethin' ready for Tommy. He'll eat later, when he's all tired from gardening," 
he assured the boy who instantly pulled the plate in front of him. 


"You think Thomas will be any good at gardening?" Chuck asked, as he happily started to scoop 
up the bacon and eggs. 


"Probably not," Newt said. 


"He certainly won't be a Slopper like me," Chuck thought aloud, a little wistfulness in his voice, 
"but maybe he’d suit the Builders ?" 


Newt thought about it for a moment. Gally would certainly be pleased to have Thomas assigned a 
Builder. As their Keeper, the Greenie would then have to report to him, which, however, might not 
be the best constellation. It was not just a question of who was best at what, but also of who 
worked most effectively in which group. Maybe a Bricknick would be a better fit then, they'd 
similar responsibilities to the Builders, but were mainly tasked with repairing structures. Those two 
professions required manual dexterity though, which of course the Greenie would first have to 
prove. The boy's impatience clearly spoke against both of them. But what job should Thomas do 
instead? The boy was clearly intelligent, annoyingly so, but his keenness to understand everything, 
the way he was questioning things... It was too bad they didn't need scientists in the Glade. Briefly, 
Newt pictured the brown-haired boy in a white lab coat, some goofy goggles on his face, test tube 
in hand. It somehow suited him- 


Suddenly a terrible pain shot through Newt, for a split second he thought the inside of his head 
was being ripped apart by the pain, his vision going black. And then it was over again. 


As he blinked in confusion, Chuck went on talking as if he hadn't noticed anything weird at all. 
Newt tried to reconstruct his thoughts, backtracking to what had triggered this reaction. But he 


couldn't, it was as if the last few seconds had been wiped out. 


“-Runner.” Chuck looked at Newt as if expecting some kind of reaction, but Newt hadn't been 
listening. 


“I'm sorry, what?” he asked, frowning. 


"I said, I could see Thomas becoming a Runner. He told me himself last night how much he 
wanted to be a Runner," Chuck repeated. 


No, he bloody didn't , Newt thought, groaning inside. "Did he so?" he said aloud, an eyebrow 
raised. 


"Yeah, he said he wanted to be one of those guys that go out there inside the Maze. I want to be a 
Runner , those were his words." 


Newt inhaled sharply. That bloody Slinthead of a Greenie; hadn't he told him to explicitly not run 
around yappin' about how he wanted to be a buggin' Runner so bad. Well, Chuck was far too good- 
natured to take Thomas' ambitions the wrong way, but not everyone here would react like that. 
Newt rather not wanted to imagine how Gally, or worst of all Alby, would deal with hearing about 
the Greenie's buggin' pipe dream of becoming a Runner. He let his eyes wander to the two boys, 
still busy with the Tour, standing under the South Door; the two walls bracketing the exit towered 
above them. The thick slabs of gray stone were cracked and covered in ivy, somehow looking 
ancient. 


"I of course told him he was a piece of Klunk that should go to sleep... but then he said..." 
"What did he say?" Newt inquired when the boy didn't continue. 
"Oh, not that important," Chuck sheepishly replied, looking the other way. 


“Chuckie, ya better tell me now, what else did Thomas say?" He was aware that he was being 
unfair to the boy, Chuck couldn't know why Newt's tone had suddenly become so demanding. 
Newt didn't know himself where this sudden urge had come from. Why it mattered so much to him 
what Thomas had said. 


"Well..." Chuck said hesitantly, "he mentioned something like... having a feeling he's been here 
before. But that's not possible, is it?" 


Not knowing what to say, Newt remained silent. The Greenie kept raising questions and Newt 
knew it should make him suspicious, but instead he had to admit that he got more and more 
intrigued with him. He was bloody shucked. 


Chapter 6 


At noon Thomas had started his first shift in the Gardens. Zart, Keeper of the Gardens, a tall kid 
with droopy eyes and a long face, had shown the Greenie the ropes until he was able to start 
working on his own. Shortly thereafter, Newt had joined them. Ever since he wasn't a Runner 
anymore, Newt filled in whenever and wherever an extra hand was needed in the Glade. He mostly 
helped out Clint and Jeff, today, however, he'd found, was a particularly good day to help out in the 
Gardens. 


First they weren't talking much, as they weeded, pruning an apricot tree, planting squash and 
courgette seeds and picked veggies. Thomas was working hard and didn't seem to hate it as much 
as he'd claimed he would the night before. He didn't look content either. And when the three of 
them were weeding a long row of young corn, Thomas decided it was a good time to start asking 
questions again. Newt had been expecting it, grinning at himself, as the interrogation of Zart 
began. 


“So, Zart,” Thomas said. 


The Keeper glanced up at him, then resumed his work, already looking as bored as humanly 
possible. “Yeah, Greenie, what you want?” 


“How many Keepers are there altogether?” Thomas asked, emphatically casual, but Newt had 
already seen through the act. If the boy dared to bring up the buggin’ Runners once more, Newt 
couldn't guarantee to not slap that lovin' face of his right here and now. “And what are the job 
options?” 


“Well, you get the Builders, the Sloppers, Baggers, Cooks, Med-jacks, Track-hoes, Blood 
Housers. The Runners, of course.” Newt gave Zart a warning look, shaking his head slightly. “I 
don't know, a few more, maybe. Pretty much keep to myself and my own stuff,” the boy finished 
with a shrug. 


“What's a Slopper? That's what Chuck does, but he refuses to talk about it." 


“That's what the shanks do that can't do nothing else. Clean toilets, clean the showers, clean the 
kitchen, clean up the Blood House after a slaughter, everything. Spend one day with them suckers 
— that'll cure any thoughts of goin' in that direction, I can tell ya that.” 


Newt saw the guilt Thomas felt over Chuck and a wave of sympathy overwhelmed him. The kid 
tried so hard to be everyone's friend, but so far he hadn't found a real connection with anyone. 
Possibly because he might be a little excitable and talked too much. A lot of the older Gladers 
couldn't handle that, but somehow they're all glad to have him around. They just weren't that good 
at showing that to Chuck. Maybe he'd finally find a sidekick in Thomas eventually. 


“What about the Track-hoes?” Thomas changed the subject as he yanked out a huge weed, 
clumps of dirt swaying on the roots. 


Zart cleared his throat and kept on working as he answered. “They're the ones that take care of all 
the heavy stuff for the Gardens. Trenching and whatnot. During off times they do other stuff round 
the Glade. Actually, a lot of Gladers have more than one job. Anyone tell you that?” 


Thomas ignored the question and moved on. Newt was amused by his determination to get as 
many answers out of Zart as possible. “What about Baggers? Alby told me they're the ones taking 


care of dead people, but it can't happen that often, can it?” 


Oh, Tommy dear , Newt thought, envious for the boy's naivety. Why can't you just remain so 
bloody clueless. I wish I could spare you everythin' that's awaiting . Truth was, life in the Glade 
was tough and if daily labors wouldn't corrupt the boy's mind, then the hopelessness of it all would 
ruin him eventually. Death presented itself as a pleasant variety within those walls, whether it be 
the ending of a fellow Glader's life, or one's own. 


“Those are the creepy fellas,” Zart sniggered, ignorant of Newt's dark thoughts. “They act as 
guards and police, too. Everyone just likes to call 'em Baggers.” 


"Guards for what? What exactly is there to guard when the gates close at night and the Grievers 
supposedly are no threat during daytime?" 


"They guard the gates from cheeky shanks like you," Newt interjected while tying up the 
outgrowth of a grape plant. "No use for strays 'round here. Like I said, nobody leaves the Glade." 


"No one but the Runners.” 
“Yeah, no one but the Runners, Tommy," Newt confirmed. 


"Who came up with these shitty rules anyway?” said Thomas, showing his frustration by 
throwing his hands up. “Wouldn't it make a lot more sense if we all went out there together? 
Looking for a way out?" 


"Listen, the Maze isn't for everyone. It's not that easy and I've already explained that to you." 


Thomas stared at him, with an impossibly to read expression. Newt couldn't take his eyes off the 
boy's face though. Like the Greenie was silently challenging him, but Newt wasn't sure either of 
them could win at this. “Has anyone tried climbing to the top?” Thomas finally asked after a few 
long moments. 


“Tried it.” Unable to hold the Greenie's gaze any longer, Newt looked down. An unbidden 
memory forcing itself on him. “The ivy doesn't go all the way to the top,” he lied. “And besides, 
where are ya gonna go from there?” 


"What about the Box?" Thomas urged. "You know, next time it comes up-" 


“No, we tried that,” Newt interrupted him. "Didn't ya listen to a thing Alby's told ya this 
morning? The Box won't go back down with someone in it.” 


“Okay, what if we-” 


“No, we tried it, alright? Twice. Alright? Trust me, anythin’ ya think of, we've already tried.” 
Newt paused to intently glare at the boy. Now it being Thomas’ who avoided to look at him 
directly, his gaze restlessly wandering over the Glade. Maybe Newt could get the upper hand after 
all. “The only way out of here is through the Maze.” 


He felt sorry for having to nip Thomas's energy in the bud, even though it was for his own good. 
Sooner or later he would have to face his fate, like they all had. And he would have to play 
whatever role the buggin’ Creators had intended for him. Newt merely spared him the 
disappointment of having to find out for himself. “Now, look, ya wanna be helpful?” he teasingly 
asked as he picked up a basket containing a short shovel, and threw it at the Greenie. To his 
surprise the boy caught it. “Here. Go dig us some fertilizer.” 


Thomas gave Newt one last sullen look before stomping off, grumbling. His exit, however, was 
spoiled by him tripping over a branch. Newt just managed to hide his amusement at the Greenie's 
clumsiness, Zart, on the other hand, sniggered shamelessly. 


"You like that shank," the Keeper stated when Thomas was out of earshot. 


"He's quite alright, I guess," Newt evaded, bending down for some weeds he'd overlooked 
earlier. 


"A bit pretentious if you ask me. Too curious for his own good. He'll cause some trouble, I 
predict." He said it in his typical Zart-way, matter-of-factly, no judgment. And although Newt 
would agree with him on all counts, he felt the need to defend Thomas. 


"He'll settle," he said. "We all have." 


"Yes're right. He did a good job today. I'll consider him for the Track-hoes." And with that, Zart 
ended the conversation by picking up his tools and disappearing to the back of the Gardens. Newt 
looked at the weed in his hands, then he tossed it in a bucket with the rest of the useless greens. 


A sudden scream coming from the direction of the Deadheads made Newt look up. 


“Help! Help!” Thomas came bursting out of the woods, followed closely by some other boy, 
whom Newt didn't immediately recognize as he couldn't see his face. "Help!" Thomas shouted 
again, waving his arms wildly as he charged towards the Gardens. The other boy - it was Ben, 
Newt now realized - tackled Thomas from behind, knocking him down to the ground. Newt 
instantly reacted, grabbing a shovel and rushing to the Greenie's aid. 


When he reached the struggling pair, Ben just got on top of Thomas. "I'll kill you!" he yelled as 
he tried to grab the throat of the boy beneath him. That was enough for Newt to justify his next 
move. "Hey!" he said, drawing the sick boy's attention, before hitting him in the head with the 
shovel. The blow knocked him right off Thomas. 


Ben wore nothing but shorts, his white skin stretched across his bones like sheets wrapped tightly 
around a bundle of sticks. Rope-like veins ran along his body, pulsing and green — but less 
pronounced than the day before. A nasty laceration adorned his forehead where it had connected 
with the shovel. His bloodshot eyes looked at Newt in disgust as more Gladers came running 
towards them. 


Thomas got up while Gally, Frypan, and Zart tried to restrain Ben to the ground. The boy - 
obviously gone insane - tried to fight his friends off. 


“Calm down, Ben!” Gally insistently talked to him as he pinned one of his arms down. 
“Yo, what the hell happened?” Frypan wanted to know. 


“He just attacked me!” said Thomas, stunned. He was still a little out of breath from his previous 
sprint. 


“You okay?” Chuck asked, worriedly looking at Thomas. 


“Ben!” Alby shouted from somewhere behind. “Ben,” he repeated, as he approached the group. 
“Stop it right now, or you ain't gonna see tomorrow.” 


“No. No, no, no...” Ben stared viciously at Alby, his tongue darting between his lips to wet them. 
“You'll get the wrong guy,” he shrieked, spittle flying from his mouth, snapping his gaze back to 
Thomas. “He's the shank you wanna banish.” 


“Don't be stupid, Ben,” Alby said, his voice calm. “Thomas has only just got here — there's 
nothing to worry about. You're still buggin' from the Changing. You should've never left your 
bed.” 


“He's not one of us!” Ben shouted. “I saw him — he's... he's bad. We have to kill him! Let me gut 
him!” 


Newt was horrified by what he was hearing. It matched with what Gally had claimed would 
happen. Ben had seen Thomas during the Changing, and he thought he was bad. How could he 
think that Tommy was bad ? What on bloody earth was this about ? 


The thought of someone harming Tommy was unbearable to him. Not knowing where that strong 
instinct to protect had come from, Newt growled at Ben. Involuntarily stepping closer to the 
Greenie, he shielded the boy from those who were unabashedly staring at him. 


“It's your fault. I saw you. You did this. I saw you!” Ben shouted, then he turned to Gally, who 
was closest to him. “He'll wanna take us there again,” he said to the boy who frowned down at 
him. Whatever was going through Gally's mind that moment, it couldn't be any good. When Ben 
stopped fighting them, the boys allowed him to sit up. “He'll wanna get us out of the Maze. Better 
we all jumped off the Cliff! Better we tore each other's guts out!” 


“What are you talking-?” Thomas began. 


“ Shut your face ! Ben screamed, shaking off the hand Frypan had placed on his shoulder. “Shut 
your ugly, traitorous face!” 


“Ben,” Alby said steadily. 


“He's bad, he's bad, he's bad...” Ben was whispering now, almost chanting. He swayed back and 
forth, eyes glued on Thomas. Newt didn't like that at all. He nervously switched the shovel from 
hand to hand, ready to use it again in a pinch. 


“Leave it to me and the Keepers to figure this out, shuck-face,” Alby warned once more. 
“Bad...” Ben smiled, madness clearly taking over. 
"Okay, that's 'nough. Billy, Jackson, lock him up in the Slammer." 


“No! No! No!” Ben resisted and tried to wriggle out of the hands reaching for him. “You don't 
understand! Help me, please. Please. Please, just help.” 


“Come on, everyone help. Take him to the pit.” 


“Please don't do it!” Ben started crying and Newt felt sorry for the boy. But there was nothing 
more they could do for him. The Baggers - Billy and Jackson - heaved Ben up, taking him between 
them. "Please stop, please! He did this! Please stop! No! No Please! Help me!” he kept shouting as 
he was carried away. 


Chapter 7 


Chapter Notes 


I am a little unsure about this chapter... 

As far as I know, neither the book nor the movie featured a Gathering regarding Ben's 
banishment, but I thought the scene would fit the storyline. I also wanted to create an 

opportunity to properly introduce Minho because I love him. I hope you'll like what I 

did :) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


They'd called a Gathering; all of the Keepers meeting in the Council Hall along with Alby and 
Newt. Everyone talked at once and Alby had to raise his voice to get their attention. 


"I asked you here today as we need to discuss recent events. I think you all heard what happened," 
he said. 


"I'm sure even the shucking Grievers in whatever dark corners they may craw] at daytime heard 
that jacked boy scream," Billy loudly whispered to the Slopper’s Keeper sitting next to him. 


Newt stood a little behind Alby, arms folded across his chest, staring at the assembled group. 
Careful not to show in his facial expression what was going on inside his head. But fortunately no 
one was paying him much attention anyways. 


"Clint," Alby addressed the Med-jacks' Keeper. "Can you explain to us what the actual shuck Ben 
was even doin’ outside?" 


The boy in question stood, which made little difference given that he was rather short. “Dunno,” 
he said, running a hand through his hair, which already showed some gray streaks conquering his 
usual black locks.” Was fine last time I checked on him. He was responsive and seemed clear in the 
head so I untied him.” 


"Why didn't you talk to me ‘bout it first?" 


"We've never done that before. Want me to discuss every shuck decision I make as a Keeper with 
you beforehand? Got time for it, do ya?" 


"Just shut it," Alby replied in frustration and Clint simply shrugged, sitting back down. "Any 
suggestions as to what we should do with him now?" Alby turned to everyone else again. 


"We have to banish him," Billy voiced what all of them probably simultaneously thought. 


"You want to banish him?" Gally had jumped up, his chair nearly falling backwards, and turned 
to the Bagger's Keeper sitting behind him. Billy returned his gaze without batting an eye. 


"Gally, please," Alby interjected, motioning for him to return to his seat. "No one wants to banish 
anyone." 


"But what other options have we got?" Billy went on. 


"What about the Greenie?" asked Gally, defiantly. 
“What about him?” 


"Are we gonna ignore the fact that I was right? Ben saw him during the Changing and so did I. 
My memories may have faded but I haven't forgotten his face. And Ben just got through the 
Changing and he's convinced there’s something wrong with the shank. Are we really just ignoring 
this?" Gally had enraged himself so much that his cheeks were flushed red and his nostrils flared. 


"We're not, but Ben broke one of our most important rules. Never hurt another Glader . And we 
can't ignore that either." 


"So what?" Gally snapped. "Tell me, Alby. Do we just sit around waitin' until the Greenie all so 
kindly shows us his true colors?" 


"Maybe there're other options, we could leave him in the Slammer for now until we can think of 


somethin'," Frypan suggested. 
"Who now? Ben, or the Newbie?" someone asked. 


"Both of 'em together," Winston said, earning a snigger from some of the other boys. "Then they 
can sort it out among themselves." 


"No," Alby said after a moment. "Billy's right, we gotta hand him over to the Maze. Set an 
example. Ben didn't just attack someone, he called for murder, and everyone heard it. We cannot 
allow that." 


“Ben's one of us. We can't just banish him. I-” 
"He's my friend too, Gally. Trust me, this isn't easy for me either." 


"Newt?" Gally turned to the second in command for help. It snapped Newt out of his thoughts, 
now being compelled to contribute something as well. But he couldn't trust himself right now, he 
was confused and just wanted some peace and quiet to think about everything that had happened in 
the last twenty-four hours. But he would not be granted any rest until they'd voted on Ben's fate. 


"Ben should have come to us, he should have spoken to Alby about what he'd seen during the 
Changing first,” he said, every word carefully considered. “Can't very well have loonies runnin’ 
around tryin’ to kill people, now can we? That's not how it works around here, and our whole 
existence depends on things working ." Newt paused, not looking at Gally but the wall behind him. 
"Order's the reason we're all sane around here. ‘Cuz we work our butts off and maintain order. And 
because of order I say we should put Ben out. No, Gally, let me finish," he said as the boy opened 
his mouth to protest. " Order . Ain't ya the one constantly insisting on it? Last thing we need is 
someone screwin' that up." 


"Yeah, well, your new charge's also not very fond of order, is he? Would you banish him just as 
lightly?" Gally accused. 


Newt shook his head. "Tommy's been here a day, he's done nothing wrong yet. If he tries to 
bloody murder anyone, I'll let you know. And then we can talk consequences." 


" Tommy is not as innocent as you'd like to believe,” Gally spit scornfully. “He's -” 


"But Ben's all innocent? Do ya hear yourself talk, Gally?" Newt was pissed, he didn't want to 
have this conversation. He had a headache. He also didn't understand how Ben and Gally could be 


so convinced that Thomas was bad, while in himself, the Greenie was evoking only positive 
feelings. Just thinking about him, knowing that he was here in the Glade, within reach, was 
somehow calming his otherwise restless mind. A calmness Newt couldn't remember having felt 
before. Not within the three years of limited memories that he could dispose of. But you don't know 
him , Newt had to remind himself. Maybe you did , another voice whispered in his head. 


"That's enough," Alby intervened before the situation could degenerate. He gave Newt a warning 
look over his shoulder, then continued. "I don't want to drag this out any longer than necessary. So 
let's vote. You think Ben should be banished, please raise your hand." 


Alby was the first to raise his hand and Newt let his gaze wander over the suddenly serious faces 
of his fellow Gladers. Frypan met his gaze but made no move to raise a hand. Winston, Clint and 
Zart all held up theirs. Gally glared at them, hands folded in his lap. 


Then his eyes rested on Minho, who was sitting in the last row behind the others and hadn't said 
anything until now. "Abstaining." 


Newt knew he and Ben were close friends, and Minho certainly knew banishing Ben was the 
only right thing to do, but he wouldn't take on the burden of it. He gave Minho a quick apologetic 
look before hesitantly raising his own hand. 


The Bricknick's and Slopper's Keepers both voted for banishment, the Keeper of the Map-maker, 
also a good friend of Ben, voted against it. Alby counted, nodding with determination. "That makes 
seven votes in favour, three against, one abstention. The Banishment's tonight at the East Door, I'll 
deliver the verdict to Ben myself. Take your time to see him off if ya like." With that, the 
Gathering was over and the Keepers were dismissed to devote themselves to their respective tasks 
again. Only Alby, Minho and Newt remained. 


Alby exhaled audibly, then turned to face the friends closest to him. "What did I do to deserve 
this?" 


"TDude, that’s what I keep asking myself every day of my miserable life," Minho lamented out 
of his corner. 


"Who doesn't?" Newt sighed. Now that the others had left and the three of them were by 
themselves, much of the tension eased off him. 


"I'm serious. I don't wanna have to make decisions like that." 

"And that's why you don't, we vote on it,” Minho said. 

"Yes, we do. And some of us don't have the privilege of abstaining, Shuck-face." 
"You blamin' me for it, Alby?" 


"No he doesn't," Newt answered instead of their friend. "What he's tryin’ to say is that he bloody 
understands why ya did it. And so do I. Doesn't change the fact that some of us have buggin' 
choices to make." 


"And next up we've to make a choice concerning the Greenbean,” Alby said, leaning against the 
wooden post that protruded from the center of the Council Hall, arms crossed. “I hate to say it, but 
Gally has a point. Something's fishy about him." 


"What do ya mean?" Newt asked, playing dumb. 


Alby rolled his eyes at him, clearly annoyed by his friend’s behavior. "Gally told me before, that 
he remembers Thomas' face, and now Ben. Shuck it, can't be a coincidence." 


"Wanna know what I'm thinking?" Minho asked, leaning back in his chair until its back rested 
against the wall behind him. "We don't even know if what they were seeing during the Changing 
are even real memories. For all we know, they might as well be twisted visions the Creators 
planted in our heads. Innocentes donec probetur nocens.” 


in 


"Can't understand half of the gibberish ya sayin'," Alby said, raising an eyebrow at Minho, 
looking as if worried for his sanity. "Newt, wanna mediate again?" 


Newt shrugged. 
"That's Latin, meaning the Greenie's innocent until proven guilty," Minho enlightened them. 
"You speak Latin?" 


"Apparently I do," Minho replied smugly, rocking in his chair. It did actually happen every now 
and then, that the Gladers were learning something new about themselves, discovering that they 
knew or could do things without being able to remember how. But with Minho, you could never be 
sure if he was joking or not. "Well, I'm going to clear up the Map Room. Won't have my Runners 
thinkin' their Keeper's been lazy all day while they're running the Maze." 


"It's your rest-day," Alby reminded him as Minho rose and stretched. 
"You know exactly how I feel about rest-day." 


"I know, I know. You'll rest once you've solved the shucking Maze," Alby said, shaking his 
head. "You'll probably die first, Slinthead," he silently added as Minho was stepping outside. Newt 
could only agree, as he too was constantly worried about their friend. 


When they'd still run the Maze together, he'd always had to make sure Minho took his breaks and 
was drinking enough. In the end, it probably wouldn't be the Grievers that got Minho, but his own 
ambition. He'd most likely exhaust himself to death. But that's also something Newt admired so 
much about Minho. Giving up had never been an option for the boy. Unlike Newt, who'd almost 
thrown it all away. 


Not almost, though. He had thrown it all away. But he hadn't succeeded in doing so. 


And now, for the first time, he was glad about it turning out that way, because otherwise, he 
would never have met Thomas. Again , that voice from earlier added. 


Y ou knew him before, and now you've met him again. 


Chapter End Notes 


Sometimes I think people tend to forget that Newt was canonically suffering from 
depression and attempted suicide... Well, I'll never forget. For that I can empathize 
with him far too easily. 


But I want you to know that you are not alone. And if you haven't been told today, you 
matter and there's always some reason to keep going. While you might not be able to 


see it right now, stay a little to find what it might be! 


For Newt, it was Thomas who gave him back his hope and a reason to keep fighting. 


Chapter 8 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


That night at dusk all the Gladers gathered at the East Door, about half an hour before it would 
close. The first traces of twilight’s dimness were already creeping across the sky and a tense 
atmosphere prevailed. Gladers murmured their conversations in hushed tones, an intense feeling of 
dreadful anticipation hanging over them like a patch of thick fog. 


The Runners had just returned and Alby told them to hurry about their business as they entered 
the Map Room — he wanted them back out in twenty minutes. The poor shanks didn't know yet 
what had happened in the Glade during the day while they'd been away. They didn't witness Ben 
attacking Thomas like a madman. 


But Minho would tell them. And it was going to be ugly, after all, Ben had been one of them — 
he'd been a Runner. And now, they would have to watch as their friend was cast out. Banished . 


They all knew what that really meant. Even if no one was going to call it that, it was in fact a 
death sentence. 


It had only happened three times so far. Three Banishments in three years, not a bad rate really , 
Newt thought bitterly. 


He looked around for Thomas and found him standing offside, arms folded across his chest, 
looking a little uneasy. Newt would have liked to go over, but just couldn't bring himself to do so. 
He didn't even know what to say. The situation didn't exactly lend itself to a lighthearted 
conversation. Which Newt wouldn't excel at anyway. 


He stood quietly until the Runners finally came out again, all of them looking exhausted, their 
faces pinched. Newt looked over at Thomas once more. The boy was staring at Minho, who had 
been the first to exit the Map Room. His arms fell to his sides as he turned to Newt, their eyes 
meeting. Newt looked away. He didn't want to imagine what Thomas would think of them after 
watching this. He probably already thought they were a bunch of bloody uncivilized baboons. 
Would Thomas feel guilty of Ben's fate? No, he certainly knew it wasn't his fault. 


“Bring him out!” Alby shouted, startling Newt out of his thoughts. 


From around the far side of the Homestead, Billy, Jackson and Tim appeared, literally dragging 
Ben along the ground with them. His hands were tied behind his back, clothes tattered, barely 
hanging on; a bloody, thick bandage covered half his head and face. Newt remembered how he'd 
hit the boy without hesitation. Now he felt sorry about it. 


The three Baggers struggled to get Ben to the East Door. He refused to put his feet down or help 
the progress in any way. But he also didn't exactly make an effort to resist either. Looking pale and 
miserable, his eyes opened wide with terror, he let himself be dragged across the dusty stone of the 
courtyard. 


When they reached the crowd, they pulled Ben to his feet in front of Alby. The condemned boy 
hung his head, refusing to make eye contact with anyone. 


“You brought this on yourself, Ben,” Alby said. Then he shook his head, turning to Newt. "Bring 
out the Poles." 


Newt nodded, he'd already been expecting the order. Minho and some of the other Keepers 
followed him into the Council Hall, where they stored the Poles. 


When they returned, they positioned themselves in front of the East Door, framing Ben, blocking 
his escape route so his only option was going out into the Maze. The Gladers on either side held 
sharpened wooden staffs pointed at him, the Keepers held the Poles so they could use them to 
propel Ben forward should he not want to leave voluntarily. Which he certainly wouldn't do. Tears 
glistered in the boy's eyes; dribbles of snot oozed from his nose. The Gladers looked on, not a word 
from any of them. 


“Please, Alby,” Ben pleaded, his shaky voice so pathetic that it was hard to believe it was the 
same guy who'd attacked Thomas earlier, calling for murder. “I swear I was just sick in the head 
from the Changing. I never would've killed him — just lost my mind for a second. Please, Alby, 
please .” 


Alby didn't respond, he just looked at Minho, who stepped forward, aligning Ben towards the 
Maze and forcing him to his knees. Then he cut his bonds. 


Ben gasped as he fell over. Crying and coughing, he clenched his fists on the floor. Minho 
stepped back, taking his place among the Keepers. Then Alby spoke in a loud, almost ceremonious 
voice, looking at no one and everyone at the same time. “Ben of the Runners, you've been 
sentenced to Banishment for the attempted murder of Thomas the Newbie. The Keepers have 
spoken, and their word ain't changing. And you ain't coming back. Ever.” A long pause. “Keepers, 
take your place.” 


All at once, they aimed their poles, which they had previously been holding upright, at the boy 
crouching on the floor. Ben straightened, swaying a little, his eyes darting at the surrounding 
Gladers. Those he'd thought to be his friends. His family. Desperately, he looked for a gap in their 
ranks, a way to escape the inevitable. There was none. 


The air grew still and silent. Ben kept looking left and right, muffled sobs shaking his whole 
body. “Please,” Ben said, his voice rising in desperation.” Somebody help me! You can't do this to 
me!” 


“ Shut up |’ Alby roared and Newt was dismayed at the sharpness in his tone. He hated every 
second of this. And he hated himself for taking part in it. He hated the Maze and he hated those 
who put them here. He just wanted it to be over. And without a doubt Alby felt the same. 


Ben ignored him, pleading for help. “Someone stop them! Help me! Please!” He glanced from 
boy to boy, begging with his eyes. Without fail, everyone avoided looking at him. 


“If we let shanks like you get away with that stuff,” Alby said, “we never would've survived this 
long. Keepers, get ready.” 


“No, no, no, no, no,” Ben was saying, half under his breath. “I swear I'll do anything! I swear I'll 
never do it again! Plea -” 


His shrill cry was cut off by the rumbling crack of the East Door beginning to close. Sparks flew 
from the stone as the massive right wall slid to the left, groaning thunderously. The ground shook 
beneath them, and Newt wished he could turn a blind eye to what would happen next. 


“Keepers, now !” Alby shouted. 


The Keepers began to push the boy towards the moving walls and outside the Glade. A 


strangling cry erupted from Ben's throat, louder than the sounds of the closing Door. 


“ Noooooooooo !” Ben screamed, spit flying from his mouth as he trashed about. Bracing himself 
against the Poles, he tried to push them aside and squeeze in between them. An act of desperation; 
he stood no chance against the combined strength of the Keepers. They were pushing him further 
and further into the narrowing crack of the wall until he had no choice but to turn his back on the 
Glade and run into the Maze, unless he wanted to be crushed by the Door. 


“ Noooo |” He screamed again. The walls of the Door were only seconds from sealing shut. One 
moment they saw Ben's silhouette at the end of the rift, the twilight passage of the Maze behind, 
then the walls closed with a sound of finality, cutting off Ben's lunatic cry. 


Nobody moved. One marvelous moment of utter silence; even the animals kept quiet, as if they 
knew that something horrible had happened. “He belongs to the Maze now,” Alby said, turning his 
back on the wall and walking away. Taking a deep breath, Newt looked at Thomas, surprised to 
see tears running down the boy's cheeks. 


Leaving his Pole against the wall, he also turned his back on it. "Come with me, Greenie" he said 
under his breath, not looking at the boy as he passed close by him. He felt him hesitating, but then 
Thomas silently followed. 


They sat at one of the picnic tables, the one closest to the Deadheads. Newt had chosen it 
because it was a bit out of the way and he wanted to be left alone. The Greenie seemed to be fine 
with that as well. 


They hadn't said a word yet, just sat together in each other's presence. Newt was sitting on the 
table, arms wrapped around his up drawn legs, staring at the Greenie's back, who was hunched 
over on the bench next to him. It would have been easy to reach out and touch him. Newt wished 
he could. He wanted to run his fingertips over the exposed skin between the collar of the Greenie's 
blue shirt and his dark hairline. He wanted to comfort him. Or perhaps he simply longed to be 
comforted himself. 


Soon Chuck joined them, plopped down on the bench a little apart from the two boys sitting in 
silence. Taking a piece of wood from his pocket, he began to carve. Neither Thomas nor Newt paid 
much attention to him. 


"So what happened to him?" Thomas asked at some point, turning his head to look at Newt. "To 
Ben?" 


Newt looked down at the boy, maybe a little longer than appropriate. His long lashes still wet 
from the tears earlier, he held Newt's gaze. “It's called the Changing . It's what happens if someone 
gets stung.” 


Newt's words seemed to confuse Thomas even more. Blinking a few times, lips slightly parted 
and eyebrows drawn together, he looked a lot like a question mark trapped in human form. 


"Stung by what?" 
"Grievers," Chuck said, lifting his head to follow their conversation. 


"Grievers?" Thomas said, looking between him and Newt in disbelief. "The things that crawl 
around out there at night and that no one's ever seen close and lived to tell about it. Those things?" 


"If ya put it that way... Listen, we don't know for sure, but it's the only bloody explanation I've 
got to tell ya," Newt said. He'd never questioned it before and he didn't know what to make of the 
Greenie getting him to do so now. 


"Well, that doesn't make any sense at all," Thomas said. "Like some things here. Most things, 
really." 


“Good that. Then you're no better off than the rest of us.” 


Thomas rolled his eyes, but he seemed to have recovered a bit from what he'd seen at the 
Banishment. At least his curiosity had taken over again. "Tell me more about the Changing." 


"What ya wanna to know?" 


"How does it happen? Do they just sneak up on someone and like... peck them?" Newt chuckled 
at the idea. "I mean, how do they even get close enough without being noticed?” 


"What are you getting at?" Newt asked, frowning. 


"You told me yourself that no one’s ever survived an encounter with those creatures, and yet 
there are people who have been stung . Eh?" 


"I... I don't know," Newt said, irritated. Looking over at Chuck, he recognized the same dismay 
in the younger boy's face. How could the Greenie so easily spot inconsistencies that had eluded 
them over the past three years. 


"Maybe they're invisible?" Chuck pondered, clearly pleased with himself and his ingenuity. "But 
that would mean they could be lurking out there during the day too. The Runners just can't see 
them? Maybe there's one nearby right now-" 


"Chuck, no!" Newt interrupted the boy before he could get into it too much. Chuck fell silent, his 
gaze still uneasily wandering over the trees and towards the Deadheads. "Don't ya hear 'em howling 
and clicking at night? I'm pretty sure we'd bloody know should one be around." 


"So again, for the really stupid,” Thomas said, “some creatures are up to no good out in the 
Maze, but only at night. The Runners are only out there during the day. Still they get stung and no 
one has ever seen any of these creatures? Yeah, no, still doesn't make sense.” He shook his head. 
"What does all of this mean?" 


Newt climbed off the table and sat next to the Greenie, one leg on either side of the bench, facing 
him. “You're the buggin’ smart ass, Greenie. Why don't you tell us? Chuckie and I can't bloody 
wait to hear your theory about it, can't we?" Chuck nodded in confirmation. 


Thomas cocked his head, eyeing Newt appraisingly while thinking. "I mean, maybe those who 
got stung just forget about it after..." He suggested. "Somehow all memories of my previous life 
were taken away from me, so for whoever did that it shouldn't be a big feat to make someone 
forget a little stitch." 


Newt raised his eyebrows in surprise. So the Greenie didn't just have a pretty face. "That be 
possible," he agreed. "The Creators did fuck with our brains after all." 


"How do you know someone's been stung?" 


"Apart from the plain physical symptoms - which usually don't really set in until hours later - 
those who have been stung suddenly become very irascible. That's the first sign. Still quite easy to 


overlook though, given the general level of frustration,” Newt said. “They soon become more 
violent and later on their behavior shows almost animalistic traits. Not nice to look at. Worse still, 
if ya don't get the Grief Serum in time, you'll die." 


"Grief Serum?" Thomas inquired. 


“It's some kind of antidote that we give to someone who’s been stung by a Griever,” Newt 
explained to him. “It arrives in a syringe with our weekly supplies. It also initiates the Changing." 


"So the Changing isn't caused by the sting itself, but by the cure." It wasn't a question, more of a 
statement. “But what exactly happens during the Changing? What is all the fuss about and what did 
Gally mean by he saw me during it?" 


“It's process is really painful and luckily you spend most of it unconscious. During healing 
buggin’ hallucinations set in, that's the worst part. You may regain some of your memories from 
before but no one really wanna talk about 'em, and over time they'll fade again." 


Thomas stared at Newt, dumbfoundedly. "If that's how you get your memories back, why isn't 
anyone going to get stung voluntarily?" 


Newt couldn't believe that question was actually meant seriously. "Why do I get the feelin' ya 
never really listen to anything I say? It's painful, you can bloody die from it, that's why." 


"But-" 


"No!" Newt cut him off and Thomas actually let it go. The boy braced himself on his legs and 
stared at his hands. Or at the ground in front of him, Newt couldn't tell. They fell silent again, only 
the scraping sound of Chuck's knife on wood could still be heard. 


“Ben also said he saw me...” Thomas said huskily into the silence, “and that this was all my fault. 
How could this be my fault?” He choked on the last word. 


"It isn't," Newt assured without second guessing. Thinking about what Minho had said earlier 
that day, he put a hand on the Greenie's shoulder, squeezing it gently. "Don't ya worry your lovin’ 
head too much 'bout it. Maybe they're not memories at all, maybe it's just made up things the 
Creators lettin' us see. You said it yourself; for someone who's able to block long-term memory, 
that wouldn't be a big feat either." 


Thomas put his hand over Newt's, just a brief gesture of gratitude, but enough to startle him. He 
wasn't even sure if Thomas was aware of what he'd just done or if it'd been a sole subconscious act. 
However, as soon as the other boy released his hand, Newt jumped up. 


"Get some rest," he said, not looking at either Chuck or Thomas. Bloody coward , he thought to 
himself, as he hurried away. 


Chapter End Notes 


The whole affair with the Grievers is really bothering me. Neither books nor films 
give me a sensible explanation here. So I tried to invalidate this plothole at least a 
little. 


I know in the books the Gladers have a window through which they can watch the 
Grievers, but in the film adaptation Newt tells Thomas that no one has ever seen a 
Griever and lived to tell about it. So when and how do the Grievers get to sting 
someone if they only come out at night but no one survives a night in the Maze, huh? 


If you have any idea, PLEASE enlighten me! 


Chapter 9 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


One of the few advantages of being second in command was that he had his own room. It wasn't 
big, only having a tiny window, and not furnished except for the bed and a small table, which 
wobbled due to one of its legs being shorter than the others. But it was privacy, a luxury Newt 
hadn't known before. However, it didn't really help him get a good night's rest either. 


His brain just wouldn't let him find sleep and he hadn't been able to get the voice in his head to 
shut up. He'd thought about the Greenie, then about what Gally and Ben had said. Was Ben still 
out there? Was he running for his life at that moment, or was he already dead? He'd been thinking 
about the Grievers, too. But no matter where his thoughts had led him, they'd always come back to 
the Greenie. His name kept repeating itself inside his head. Thomas. Tommy . 


He’d called him that before. Hadn't the Greenie noticed the usage of a nickname on him, or did 
he just not mind? Newt hadn't thought about it, but somehow calling him Tommy just came so 
natural to him. Was he also laying awake? Maybe still blaming himself for what had happened to 
Ben? Or was his mind taking him into Maze, as he once more fantasized about being a bloody 
Runner? Thomas couldn't know how much of an impact his arrival to the Glade has had on Newt. 
Like that Greenie somehow was the answer to a question he had been asking himself for three 
years. An answer, however, spoken in a foreign language, merely raising more questions. 


He tossed over again, hoping to maybe find some sleep after he'd changed position. But then he 
heard Alby stir next door. Shortly thereafter the boy was leaving his room and walking down the 
hall in front of Newt's door. The creaking steps of the stairs indicated he was on his way down. 


Newt pulled back his covers, staring at the dark ceiling above him for a moment. Even though it 
was still a bit early to start the day, he then sat up before his body could start fighting his resolve 
of getting out of bed. Newt quickly dressed and quietly closed the door behind him as he stepped 
out into the narrow hallway. 


Most Gladers slept in hammocks they hung at trees spread across the Glade, but some shanks 
still preferred the ground floor of the Homestead. So Newt tried not to wake them up, as he crossed 
the hall and followed Alby outside. 


He made his way to the Map Room, the only building with lights on. As expected, he found Alby 
and Minho there, talking in hushed tones. Newt knocked on the wooden frame of the door to draw 
attention to himself before entering. 


"Hey, Newt buddy. Perfect timing, can you tell that Shuck-face of our so-called leader that he 
can't come into the Maze with me? Period,” Minho greeted him. 


"What's going on?” 


"Alby has that shuck fixed idea of accompanyin’ me looking for what's left of Ben." Frustration 
was Clearly written all over the Korean boy's face. 


"But you're not a Runner?" Newt said to Alby, frowning. 


"My words,” Minho ran a hand through his short black hair, then leaned on the round table that 


stood in the center of the room, showing off his muscular arms, before accusingly pointing at Alby. 
"You're not coming." 


Alby folded his arms across his chest, lifting his chin as he returned Minho's stern look. He 
reminded Newt of a defiant toddler. A big scowling toddler. "I say I'll do." 


"Fine," Minho said, wringing his hands in surrender. "Calm your wad, Alby." 
"I'm the leader of this shucking miserable place and - 


“Leader?” Minho barked a grunt that was probably supposed to be a laugh. “Yeah, keep calling 
yourself that all you want. Maybe we should call you El Presidente. Nah, nah — Admiral Alby. 
There you go.” He rubbed his eyes, sniggering as he did. "Well, at least go make yourself useful. 
Get us some food and water in a pack. We'll leave as soon as the Doors open." 


Alby flipped him off. "You're the only shank who can talk to me like that without getting his butt 
kicked off the Cliff." 


"Am aware," Minho simply said. 
"Good that," Alby said, then left to go get the provisions Minho had asked for. 


“He’ ll regret it and beg me to turn back after two miles at the latest,” Minho sneered as soon as 
Alby had turned his back on them. 


Newt sighed. "You better let him turn then. The faster he gets his ass back here, the sooner I can 
put him into charge of this bunch of bloody slobs again.” Newt didn't like the idea of having to 
keep law and order all day by himself. Not at all. 


"You'll do well, dude. And we'll be back, it's not like you have to run this place on your own 
from now on," Minho spoke soothingly to him. Newt didn't like the worried look that suddenly 
appeared on his friend's face. "You're doing alright, aren't you? You'd tell me if it got worse again, 
wouldn't you?” 


Newt forced a smile. "I'm doing fine, thanks, Minho." It wasn't even a lie. Not really. His gloomy 
thoughts had more frequently been replaced by other things. But Minho was still giving him that 
look, so he added, "I'll promise I'll tell ya first if it gets worse again." 


"That's what I wanted to hear." Minho said approvingly before stepping around the round table 
towards the exit. "Are you coming to kiss us goodbye?” 


Newt rolled his eyes, following Minho anyway. 


As soon as the Doors had started drifting apart, Minho and Alby had left. The other Runners had 
followed soon after, heading out in the different directions of the Maze. Dawn had barely touched 
the sky when the working sounds of the Glade chimed. 


Newt strolled across the courtyard, his thoughts again returning to Thomas. He longed to talk to 
the boy, regretting his hasty reaction the day before. Not pondering it any longer, he decided to 
wake up the Greenie. 


As he approached the hammock, he found that Thomas was already awake. The boy sat up, 
looked around sleepily, and lay down again, covers pulled up to his chin. He obviously hadn't 


noticed Newt yet. 


Adorable , was the first word that came to his mind as he looked down at the boy who pretended 
to be asleep. Newt curtly shook his head but couldn't get rid of the stupid smile that curled his lips. 


Gently he tapped Thomas' shoulder until the boy opened his eyes. “Get up, ya lug.” 
“Yeah, good morning to you, too. What time is it?” 


“Seven o'clock, Greenie,” Newt said with a mocking smile. “Figured I'd let ya sleep in after such 
a rough couple of days.” It was supposed to be a joke, but Newt wasn't good at humor and the 
Greenie didn't catch on. 


“Sleep in? What are you guys, a bunch of farmers?” 


Newt laughed at the look on his face, then he plopped down next to Thomas, rocking the 
hammock. “Uh... yeah, now that you mention it,” he paused, looking out at the hustle-bustle 
starting to whip up across the Glade. “You did well yesterday, so gonna put ya with the Track-hoes 
again today. But there's still a little time before work calls." 


“So why'd you come and wake me up?” 


“What, ya don't like seein' my face first thing on the wake-up?” Newt cringed at himself. Why 
did he say that ? 


“Not especially. So -” 


"You weren't supposed to answer that with honesty, Greenie," Newt cut him off, laughing. 
Thomas looked up at him in confusion, then smiled weakly before a shadow seemed to fall across 
his face. Newt froze. "What's the matter?" 


"Nothing. Just had to think about Ben. Do you think he could have made it?" 


“No one survives a Night in the Maze,” Newt reminded him. The pained expression on the boy's 
face was almost unbearable to look at. "Only seen three Banishments, Tommy. All as nasty as the 
one you peeped on last night. But, listen, it does not do to dwell on them. Try not to overthink it too 
much, okay? And most of all, stop blamin' yourself... Come on, we'll get ya something to eat and I 
do my best to take your mind off things." 


Thomas groaned and tried to pull the blanket back over his head, failing because of the other boy 
sitting on it. Newt chuckled softly. "Don't expect me to serve ya buggin’ breakfast in bed." Newt's 
heart leaped as he saw Thomas actually pout at that. 


"Id like that," he said, running his hand through his already tousled hair, making it stick out in all 
directions. He looked cute, and Newt blamed himself for thinking that. Wasn't it enough that the 
Greenie was evoking all those strangely familiar feelings in him, did he now have to develop an 
actual crush to top it all off? 


"Course ya would, Tommy. Bloody forget about it." He got out of the hammock and held out his 
hand to help Thomas up. Thomas accepted it and together they made their way to Frypan, who was 
busy trying to feed breakfast to an army of starving Gladers. 


Chuck was already seated at a picnic table right outside the Kitchen. He looked lonely, so Newt 
and Thomas joined him as soon as they'd loaded their plates with something from everything that 
Frypan had to offer that morning. 


Chapter End Notes 


According to the book-canon, Minho found a dead Griever, which is why Alby sets 
out into the Maze with him to examine it. In movie-canon, however, they've never 
seen a Griever before and I wanted to keep the scene in which Minho epicly reports 
that Thomas not only saw a Griever but actually killed one. 

In the movie, Alby and Minho go into the maze together to find out when and where 
Ben had been stung, tracing his last steps. Which, honestly, doesn't make much sense 
to me. So I've been looking for a solution to bend both plotlines so they'd work. 
Well, somehow I had to let Alby go into the Maze... 


Chapter 10 
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About an hour later Newt and Zart were in the middle of chopping a tree by its roots, while 
Thomas had made himself comfortable on a tree trunk a little further away. Even though he was 
supposed to be the one working his ass off. Newt was surprised that Zart actually let him get away 
with it. However, the Keeper probably just expected Newt to reprimand the Greenie instead. 
Chuck was there too, carving away at his piece of wood again. 


“Why would Alby go into the Maze?” Thomas blurted after a while. “I mean, he's not a Runner?” 


Newt should have known that the Greenie wouldn't miss the fact that Alby had gone with Minho. 
After all, it had been the main topic of conversation this morning. And of course Thomas had 
immediately picked up on it being something out of the usual. 


"Observant, aren't ya, Greenie?" Newt teased while he continued to hack away at the root with 
his machete. He knew he couldn't come up with an answer that would satisfy Thomas, so he tried 
to avoid the subject. “Are ya gonna help?” he said, motioning for the tree stump. 


Thomas grabbed the machete that was leaning next to him, but made no further effort to get up. 
“Was he a Runner before he became the head of you guys?” 


“No, he wasn't.” Newt paused to turn to the Greenie before continuing. "But with Alby it's 
different. He knows what he's doin’, all right? He knows better than most of us." 


Thomas rammed the machete into the ground in frustration, then looked up at Newt. “What does 
that mean?” 


Newt thought for a moment, scratched his ear, then pointed his machete at Thomas as he took a 
few steps towards him. “Well, it's like you've heard, yeah? Every month, the Box sends up a new 
arrival. But some of us had to be first, right? There were about thirty of us. Can you imagine what a 
buggin' mess that's been? Neither of us had a bloody clue about anythin’. No memories and such. 
Total chaos. People died in those first few weeks.” Thomas gaped at Newt. Chuck also looked up. 
Guessing that the younger boy was hearing this story for the first time too, Newt continued. “It was 
Nick and Alby who organized us, who pulled themselves together and brought order and routines 
to this place. But when those other boys started coming up, one after the other, we saw the truth. 
And we learned that the most important thing is that we all have each other. Because we're all in 
this together.” 


Thomas seemed to consider what Newt had said. He gave Chuck a side glance, obviously 
struggling with himself, then he made up his mind, pulled the machete out of the ground and came 
over to the tree stump. As he knelt down to do the root as well, Newt gave him an appreciative 
look. “Yeah, there ya go, Greenie.” 


So they worked silently side by side for a while, but of course for Thomas the conversation 
wasn't over yet. Newt kept noticing the boy stealing glances at him, apparently biting his tongue to 
stifle further questions. 


"Just bloody ask already," Newt demanded, unable to bear the sight any longer, "or do ya wanna 
choke on those buggin' questions of yours?" 


"I was just wondering who made the rule that only Runners were allowed in the Maze? Was it 
Alby, or that Nick guy? And what happened to him?" 


Newt blinked, not wanting to let Thomas know who’d really come up with this particular rule. 


"First of all, we discuss all our rules together in a Gathering. And after we'd realized how 
dangerous the buggin’ Maze actually is, we’d little choice but to restrict access to it. Oh, and Nick 
died. Few weeks before you showed up here," Newt frowned, giving Thomas a piercing look. "So 
maybe give Alby a little leniency and don't accuse him of breakin' his own rules. It's not like that." 


"Sorry, I didn't mean... I-,” Thomas looked embarrassed, his decency battling the perpetual 
curiosity that was clearly written on his face. Curiosity eventually won, “How'd he die?" 


"Got stung," was Newt's curt reply. "Didn't receive the serum on time." 
"So he was a Runner?" 


"Sometimes, yes. Most of the time he was actually arguing with Alby about who's in charge." 
Newt thought back to the many fights, where he'd been caught in between the fronts. Alby was his 
friend, but Nick had been the more reasonable one. And Newt had understood why Nick had 
disliked Alby so much. 


Not long after they'd woken up in the Glade, Nick and his friend George had been some of the 
first to explore the Maze. And George's fate had been to become the Griever’s first victim. They 
hadn't had any idea of what could have been wrong with the boy. And when George had gone nuts, 
attacking a nearby Glader, Alby had been forced to kill him to save the other boy's life. Nick, 
relatively calm in spite of his friend's death, had knelt down and found the sting on his abdomen. 
He had neither eaten nor spoken for a whole week. After that he hadn't been the same anymore. 
Losing George had aged Nick, and Newt had always thought of him as an old man trapped in a 
teenage boy's body. But that was exactly what had made him a good leader. Alby, on the other 
hand, had always been hot-headed, quickly losing patience and sometimes making hasty decisions. 
Just like this morning. 


Newt tried to console himself with the thought that it had been a long time since any Runners had 
gotten lost in the Maze during their daily routes - they had charted the entire thing and its ever- 
changing walls and everyone always had a map with them -; also Minho was with him, who did 
better out there than anyone else. And yet Newt couldn't help but worry about his friend. 


"T think I could have liked him." 
"Sorry, what?" Newt asked, startled out of his thoughts. 


"That Nick boy. I think I could have liked him,” Thomas repeated. “If he didn't agree with Alby 
on matters then he must have been a nice guy." 


"Alby's not half as bad as you think him to be. A bit on the grumpy side, maybe, but he only 
wants the best for us. For you too." Thomas gave an indefinable noise, something between 
disapproval and comprehension. "You'll get used to his ways,” Newt told him. 


"How come you guys are friends? How does it work with someone like Alby...[ mean 
you're...nice." 


"Well, thanks I guess?" Newt chuckled, unsure if this should be taken personally. Nice wasn't 
exactly the kind of compliment he was going for. But he got what Thomas actually was trying to 
say. "I'd say it's brotherhood rather than friendship, really. We rarely agree, we argue and we shout 


at each other - well, it's mostly Alby shouting - but what I wanna say is that at the end of the day 
I'm always thankful to have him around. Wouldn't bloody wanna miss him.” 


"How do I get him to stop giving me that evil look?" 


"First of all, you could make yourself useful and lend a hand," Newt suggested bemusedly, 
pointing his machete at the stump that still had to be conquered. Thomas got the message and 
continued to chop at the root, for the time being his curiosity seemed to be satisfied. 


Chapter End Notes 


This chapter ended up rather short, sorry about that :( 


I really like this scene from movie!verse 'cause Newt tells Thomas about the 
importance of sticking together and Thomas really takes his words to heart. 

BUT again I had a little inconsistency problem to solve. In the movie Newt explains 
that Alby was the first ever Glader, having to spend a whole month there alone before 
the other boys arrived one by one with the Box. 

I actually believe that there is a passage in the first book that supports this, 
nonetheless, I decided to stick with the canon established in "Fever Code", meaning 
that a whole group of boys were settled in the Glade before a new Greenie was sent up 
each month. 


Also, book! Alby is a lot ruder and doesn't compare at all to the gentle and fatherly 
portrayal of Aml Ameen in the movies. Which is why it always bugged me a little that 
Thomas was left so cold by Alby's death in the film, even though he was such a 
likeable character. In book!verse, however, Thomas never really liked Alby, which is 
why I'm including this dynamic here to hopefully get more character depth. 


Chapter 11 


It already was mid-afternoon when they finally managed to get the troublesome stump out of the 
ground. And Newt couldn't even blame the Greenie for it having taken so long because the boy 
had actually diligently worked with them. 


Newt on the other hand had repeatedly been interrupted whenever anyone wanted anything from 
him. Mostly trifles, petty quarrels between the Gladers that just needed a judge. Suddenly his 
opinion was in great demand, even on things he knew hardly anything about. He wondered how 
Alby could endure this on a daily basis. 


Despite his position as second in command, Newt usually kept a low profile. He discussed his 
opinions with Alby, but others didn't actually ask him about it. Well, at least not in such a quantity 
as today. He didn't like it. 


While they did the final blows against the stubborn root, Newt noticed Thomas giving the Door 
closest to them an anxious glance. Out of habit Newt looked at his left wrist, but it was empty. 
However, the position of the sun told him that there were still about three hours left before the 
Doors would close for the night. 


“It's alright, Thomas. Don't worry. They'll be back before dinner.” Newt wasn't sure if he was 
saying that to reassure the Greenie or himself, but judging by the way Thomas looked, he hadn't 
managed to convince either of them. 


Zart dismissed them soon after and so Newt and Thomas, along with Chuck, were among the 
first to dinner. There were mashed potatoes and green beans, not exactly Newt's favorite, but he 
was hungry enough to fill his plate properly. A pleasant change to the stew that Frypan served them 
way too often. 


They kept making jokes about Frypan's cooking, but they were just that - jokes. Frypan's food 
was usually gobbled up by everyone. Still, Newt could wish for a little more variety, couldn't he? 


The Greenie was making up for the amount of meals he'd skipped those past days. Newt watched 
him scoop the potato and it made him happy to see Thomas with such an appetite. With anyone 
else, the sight would have probably grossed him out. 


“You're disgusting when you eat,” Chuck said, sitting on the bench across from Newt next to 
Thomas. “It's like watching a starving pig eat his own klunk.” 


Newt gave the younger boy a disapproving look. Chuck responded with a shrug before turning 
back to his plate. Thomas simply ignored the comment, continuing to eat undeterred. 


As the other Gladers gradually filed into the kitchen area, Newt found himself glancing at the 
various Doors. Feeling Thomas' eyes on him, he returned his attention back to the brown-haired 
boy. 


"When do the Doors close?" he asked as if reading Newt's mind. 
"Don't bloody worry ‘bout it,” he repeated. 


Thomas slowly nodded. "Are you worried, Newt?" 


"Course not, Tommy," he said, even though he was in fact starting to worry. "Minho goes out 
there every day, he knows what he's doing.” They'll have a reason for taking longer than usual. 


Thomas put down his spoon, looking steadily at Newt. Feeling those amber eyes on him didn't 
help Newt's anxiety one bit. "What do you care? You hardly know Minho and ya just told me how 
much you despise Alby and -" 


"I still don't want them to die out there!" Thomas interrupted, eyes wide with dismay. "They're 
your friends after all and... we're friends too, aren't we?" 


"Yeah, we may be, Greenie," Newt said, a little overwhelmed by an emotion he couldn't place. 
Was it joy at the declaration of friendship, or disappointment? Whatever it was, it mixed with his 
anxiousness, making him feel nauseous. 


He got up to put away his dishes, escaping the Greenie's gaze for a moment. On his way back to 
the table he paused, gripped by another wave of nausea, he leaned against one of the wooden poles 
that supported the Kitchen's roof, taking several deep breaths. A panic attack really was the last 
thing he needed right now. He hadn't had any for a while and had hoped to have gained some 
control over it. But that was probably not the case. Now he just stood, feverishly attempting to 
control his breathing and trying not to let anything of his inner struggle show. 


But of course Chuck noticed. “What's wrong with him?” the boy whispered to Thomas, clearly 
audible for Newt. “Looks like you did when you popped out of the Box.” 


"He won't admit it to me that he's worried,” Thomas replied. “Why don't you go and ask him? 
Maybe he'll let his second in command facade crumble a bit then.” 


"If he doesn't talk to you, he won't talk to me either. You're like his new best mate, seriously, if 
Alby and Minho don't make it then you have a good chance of becoming his new number one," 
Chuck babbled and Newt winced at what he heard. Even the younger boy had noticed how 
obsessed he was with the Greenie. 


“I can hear every bloody word you guys are saying,” Newt called them out. 


"What is wrong with you then?" Chuck asked, obviously not the least bit ashamed of having been 
caught out. “No offense but you look like klunk.” 


“Every lovin’ thing in the universe,” Newt replied, then fell silent as he stared off into space for a 
long moment. Suddenly Thomas jumped up, approaching Newt, only hesitating as he stood in front 
of him. He looked like he was going to say something, but then changed his mind and leaned 
against one of the wooden poles as well, staring at the huge opening in the west wall. Newt 
narrowed his eyes, looking at the Greenies profile from behind, and noticed his heart rate slowly 
returning to normal. 


“They should be back by now,” Thomas said with uncertainty in his voice and fingers tapping 
nervously on the wood of the post. “What happens if they don't make it?” 


Newt didn't want to think about that. Not even for a second. If Alby didn't come back, Newt 
would have to be in complete charge of this goddamn place permanently. He would automatically 
be first in command and wouldn't even have time to process the loss of his friends. He would have 
to think about who’d replace him as second in command without Alby and Minho around, with 
whom he usually discussed every small decision. 


“They're gonna make it,” Newt said firmly, as he stared straight ahead, refusing to look at 


Thomas. At this point he was only fooling himself. 


“What happens if they don't?” Thomas repeated his question, offering Newt another chance to be 
honest with him. Detaching himself from his post, he stepped closer to Newt again, invading his 
personal space. He was now close enough for Newt to smell him. Despite the circumstances they 
were in, Thomas smelled good. After the dirt they had been digging in all day and something that 
was unmistakably him. It reminded Newt of something he should remember but couldn't. It calmed 
him and drove him mad at the same time. 


“They're gonna make it.” Newt turned to Thomas, unable to resist the urge to look at him any 
longer. Their eyes briefly met, the tension being palpable. Then Thomas turned away, biting his 
bottom lip, clearly fed up with Newt's attitude. 


Everything in Newt screamed at him to reach out for the Greenie, to hold him and trust him with 
all his worries. He wanted to talk to Thomas, he wanted to trust him and confide in him. And it 
scared him, so he didn't. 


As the boy stormed off, Newt noticed Gally, who had been watching them the whole time. Newt 
didn't like the look on the Builder's face, but he couldn't get himself to worry about it any further. 


He glanced at Thomas once more. The boy had sat back down with Chuck and started poking at 
his potatoes, clearly lacking the appetite from before. Then Newt couldn't take it anymore and 
walked over to the West Door, pacing in front of it, losing track of time. 


They're gonna make it , he repeated in his head like a mantra. But it would be obvious to 
everyone that he was losing faith. Jittery running his hands through his hair, he kept pacing 


When someone approached him, he pushed the long blond strands out of his face and looked up. 
It was Thomas. Not surprisingly, Chuck was right behind him. 


“Where are they?” His voice was thin and strained. No longer was he able to hide his insecurity. 
And Thomas wasn't judging him for showing weakness. As he looked at him, his eyes were full of 
warmth and compassion and Newt hated himself for forgetting about Minho and Alby for a 
second, as he got lost in them. 


“Can't we send someone after them?” Thomas suggested. “It seems so stupid to me to sit here 
and worry ourselves to death when we could go out there and find them.” 


“Bloody he- “ Newt started, before stopping himself; he closed his eyes for a second and took a 
deep breath. He just wants to help , he told himself, trying not to take his unsound mind out on 
Thomas. “We can't. Okay? One hundred percent against the rules. Especially with the buggin' 
Doors about to close. We can't risk losing anyone else.” 


“Either they make it back or they don't,” said Gally, who had joined unnoticed. He crouched 
beside them, his eyes fixed upon the corridor, like a predator awaiting prey. More and more of the 
other Gladers gathered behind them, but what might have looked like a welcoming committee was 
more of a sombre affair. 


“But why?” Thomas persisted, looking at Gally in disbelief. “Shouldn't we do something ?” 


“Shut your hole, Greenie!” Newt yelled, failing in his original resolve to have indulgence with 
the boy. “Not a bloody week you've been here! You think I wouldn't risk my life in a second to 
save those lugs?” 


“No... I... sorry. I didn't mean...” Thomas stammered in a loss of words. 


Newt immediately felt worse. He hadn't meant to yell at Thomas. “You don't get it yet, Tommy. 
Going out there at night is beggin' for death. We'd just be throwin’ more lives away. If those 
shanks don't make it back...” He paused, hesitating to say out loud what everyone but Thomas had 
already accepted. 


“Newt won't say it,” Gally picked up where Newt had left, “so I will. If they're not back, it means 
they're dead. Minho's too smart to get lost. Impossible. They're dead.” 


Gally had just said something nice about Minho and Newt felt a pit of emptiness in his heart 
when he realized Minho would never know... that they'd never tease Gally about it together. 
Wrapping his arms around his upper body, he fought against the tears moisturizing in his eyes. 


A loud boom sounded from all directions, startling those standing by the Door. A gust of wind 
accompanied the closing process of the Doors and everyone simultaneously held their arms 
protectively in front of their faces to protect themselves from the dust that was thrown up. Then 
came the crunching, grinding sound of stone against stone. The Doors were closing for the night. 


“Oh no,” Chuck breathed as the right wall rumbled across the ground, spitting dirt and rocks as it 
moved. The vertical row of connecting rods, so many they seemed to reach the sky far above, slid 
towards their corresponding holes on the left wall, ready to seal shut until the morning. 


Then a flicker of movement to the left caught his eyes. Thomas saw it too. “There!” he said 
pointing at something that stirred inside the Maze, down the long corridor. 


A shot of panic raced through him, when it occurred to him that the bulky figure might be a 
Griever. But then two forms took shape, stumbling along the alley towards the Door. It was Minho 
with one of Alby's arms draped across his shoulders, practically dragging the boy along behind 
him. 


“Wait, something's wrong,” Newt said, frowning. The excitement he had felt at seeing his friends 
gave way to fear. His arms slumped to his sides, he stared down the corridor in disbelief. No, it 
couldn't end like that. No, no, no. 


Minho looked up, saw the crowd awaiting them. “They got him!” he shouted, his voice strangled 
and weak with exhaustion. Every step he took seemed like it could be his last. Then Alby slid off 
his shoulders and dropped to the ground. 


"Come on, Minho, you can do it!" Chuck cheered on the Korean boy. More encouraging shouts 
followed. 


“Come on! Go!” 
“Come on, you can make it!” 


The cheers did magic to Minho's already strained body. He scrambled to his feet, grasping Alby's 
ankles, pulling the other boy with him towards the closing exit. 


“Minho, you gotta leave him!” Gally yelled at the top of his lungs, and Newt hated that he was 
right. They were still too far from the Glade, with Alby in tow, Minho would never make it in time. 
But Newt knew Minho; even hearing Gally's screams over the many voices, he would never leave 
Alby behind. Minho would rather die himself and it broke Newt's heart to see his friend in this 
losing battle. 


“Minho, you gotta leave him!” Gally's voice cracked as he screamed again, begging Minho to be 
reasonable. 


“They're not gonna make it,” Newt whispered under his breath. Only Thomas, who was standing 
closest to him, had heard it. Giving him a quick side glance, he must have noticed the brokenness 
in Newt’s words. 


“You gotta leave him!” other shouts now joined those of Gally's. Minho screamed, not letting go 
of Alby's still body. The Door was closing mercilessly. Only a few feet and it would be over. Time 
was up. That was it. 


The bloody Greenie, however, wasn't willing to accept it. “Don't do it, Tommy! Don't you bloody 
do it!” Newt screamed, as he felt a movement next to him. But Thomas chose to ignore him as he 
stumbled forward, throwing himself between the steadily narrowing gap in the wall. Newt's body 
followed Thomas instinctively, reaching out for him, his fingertips stroking the fabric of the boy's 
blue shirt. He almost grabbed his hand, but then he was suddenly pulled back. A pair of strong 
arms wrapped around his waist preventing him from following Thomas into the Maze. 


“Thomas! No!” Chuck shouted somewhere next to him. 


The crunching, grinding sound of the Doors filled the air, deafening. Thomas disappeared 
between them while the rods on the right side seemed to reach like stretched-out arms for their 
home, grasping for those little holes that would serve as their resting place for the night. 


Newt struggled against the firm grip of the person behind him. He knew it was Gally. 


And then the Door was locked. A heavy silence fell upon everything. Gally released him and 
took a step back, presumably expecting to be hit. But Newt paid no attention to him. Not knowing 
how to breathe anymore, he just stared at the closed wall in front of him. 


He would have expected the loss of his two best friends to hurt him, but he was shocked about 
how much the loss of the third boy made him tremble. He had known Alby and Minho for as long 
as his limited memory could recall, they'd practically been family, and Thomas had only been with 
them for a few days. Still, it was him, Newt mourned the most. 


Hitting the wall in frustration, he could feel the eyes of the others who stood silently behind him, 
watching. But he didn't care. He only stopped when his knuckles started bleeding. Then he realized 
that, now that Alby was gone, he was the one in charge and that he should definitely try to regain 
his composure. 


The others would probably assume he was upset about Minho and Alby, and understand his 
behavior even. But when he turned and met Gally's withering look, he knew that he wouldn't be 
able to fool him. 


He mustered what little authority he had left to utter the next words. "That's it. Get back to 
whatever. There's nothing to see here." 


Reluctantly, the Gladers turned away, Gally being the last to go. "You're welcome," he said 
through clenched teeth as he passed Newt. 


When he was sure that no one was watching him anymore, he sank to the ground in front of the 
closed Door. He couldn't hold back the tears he'd fought for so long. A feeling of having gotten 
back something long believed lost, only to have it taken away again shortly after, overwhelming 
him. He thought about that strange connection he had had with Thomas from the moment he'd seen 
him coming out of that Box. That familiarity that suddenly had hit and how calling Thomas Tommy 
had come so easily to him, as if the nickname had been there all along, a blurred shadow of a 
memory buried deep in his subconsciousness. 


And now Thomas was gone, and with him he took the little spark that he'd ignited within Newt. 
Or maybe, it was still there, threatening to burn him whole. 


But none of it mattered anymore. Thomas was gone, doomed, just like Minho and Alby were, 
and Newt would never see either of them ever again. 


Chapter 12 


Newt spent the whole night at the West Door. Even if he had wanted to, he probably wouldn't 
have been able to tell his body to get up. Chuck had checked on him three times, each time Newt 
had pretended to be asleep. The fourth time the boy had brought a blanket and had hesitantly 
spread it over him. Newt hadn't realized before that he was shivering from the cold. His aching 
heart numbed his body to any physical sensations. 


Chuck also was the one waking him up in the morning after he’d somehow managed to find 
some dreamless sleep. The Doors were about to re-open, and Newt didn't have much time to act on 
the decision he'd made the night before. He tried to smile at Chuck, who eyed him worriedly, but it 
ended in a grimace of sorts. 


"Go and wake up the others, I need as many volunteers as possible,” Newt prompted, clearing his 
throat as his voice sounded thin and cracked. 


"Volunteers for what?" 
"T'll go into the Maze," he said, voice much stronger again. 
"You... WHAT?" 


Newt scrambled to his feet, his right ankle aching like hell from the night on the cold floor, but 
he actually welcomed the pain, challenging it with every step, putting full weight on his bad leg. 
"Just go and wake the others, okay?" he said as he folded the blanket and handed it to Chuck. 


Newt went straight to the Homestead, but he didn't find Gally where he thought he'd be. The 
corner where the boy usually slept was empty, his sheets untouched. That was unusual. Newt 
frowned, then stepped back outside, ignoring the many stares from the Gladers slowly waking up 
around him. 


"Hey Winston, do ya know where Gally might be?" he asked the Slicer's Keeper in passing. 
"Haven't seen the shank since last night, saw him heading for the Deadheads." 


Newt gave a curt nod, then hurried in the direction Winston had pointed. He found Gally leaning 
against one of the thicker trees of the Deadheads. He looked quite peaceful asleep and Newt was 
almost sorry to have to wake the boy. 


"Don't you dare touch me," Gally growled before Newt could reach out his hand. Then his eyes 
opened and Newt noticed how red and swollen they were. If he didn't know any better, he would 
have thought Gally had cried. But who should the Builder have cried for? Alby? Unlikely. Minho? 
Definitely not over the loss of Thomas. 


"What do you want?" Gally snarled as Newt just stood there, staring. 
"I'm going into the Maze." 


Gally looked at him like he'd lost his mind. "And what exactly is it you're hoping for, Shuck-face 


? Do you think Alby and Minho were out there happily riding a Griever into sunset? They're dead, 
Newt, there's no use looking for them." 


"I don't expect ya to understand, but I'll bring their bodies back here. I'll bury 'em like we always 
do," Newt said quietly, looking down at the floor while tears threatened to well up in his eyes 
again. 


"You know who else was out there retrieving the remains of a friend? Right, Minho and Alby!" 
Gally spat into his face and Newt flinched at the words. "I won't do it. I won't set a shucking foot 
out of the Glade." 


Newt knew Gally was horrified of the Maze. Always has been. "And I'm not asking you to do 


" 


so. 
"Then what is it that you want?" Gally asked, raising one of his prominent eyebrows. 
"If I'm out there, someone's gotta keep order. And if I shouldn't come back-" 
"Stop it now!" Gally interrupted but Newt held his gaze. "You can't be serious." 
"Yes I bloody am. And I know how keen you’re to take my position, so ya won't stop me." 


Gally's face fell for a second, then he composed himself. "Yeah, you're right. I won't try to stop 
your shuck suicide mission. But do me a favor, Newt, do it right this time." 


Newt stared at the boy in front of him, dumbfounded. "Fuck you, Gally!" he hissed, tempted to 
rise his middle finger at him. "This isn't 'bout me, it's about Minho and Alby!" 


"It's about the Greenie, too, isn't it?" 

"Yeah, it's about him too." 

"Then what's holding you back?" 

“I have to be sure ya do it. That you'll stand in for me 'til I'm back.” 


Gally snorted derisively. "That should be the least of your worries. Of course I will," he paused. 
"That's it?" 


Newt nodded. "That's it," he turned to leave, then stopped again. "And Gally? Don't get too 
bloody used to it. I'll be back." 


"Is that a promise or a threat?" 


"That's up to you." 


Newt and a group of volunteers - in addition to the Runners also Frypan and Zart among them - 
were ready to go even before the sun had fully risen. It was the first time Newt was entering the 
Maze since the incident, an odd feeling accompanying him. Newt dreaded seeing what was left of 
his friends and he just wanted to turn around immediately again. He'd no hope of finding them in 
one piece, but he had to see their dead bodies to find some peace. 


They had been walking scarcely half an hour when they heard footsteps echoing between the 
high walls that weren't their own. Newt was sure he was imagining them, until they walked down a 


particularly long corridor, at the end of which two figures stumbled around the corner and into their 
sight. The figures unmistakably being Minho and Thomas. A very much alive Minho and an 
equally lively Thomas. 


Newt put a hand over his mouth to stifle the sob that escaped as a wave of relief washed over 
him. Then confusion hit. And then anger. It was impossible, it had to be some dirty trick. Maybe 
he'd been stung by a Griever and now started hallucinating. But the others saw them too, so he 
probably wasn't stuck in a pipe dream. 


Newt limped as fast as he could towards the two boys he had thought he'd never see again. Not in 
one piece and alive, at least. "What happened?" he asked before he'd even reached them. Looking 
at Thomas' worn-out features, he wasn't sure whether to smack him for his stupidity or kiss him 
because he was just so relieved to see him alive. He did neither, following a sudden impulse, he just 
reached out for him, pulling Thomas into his arms. 


The hug felt nice. And if he'd caught Thomas off guard, the other boy didn't let it show. He 
returned the hug, wrapping his hands around Newt and clutching the fabric at his back like a 
drowning man on a lifeline. And that's probably exactly what Newt was to him at that moment. 


“Dude, aren't you glad to see me too?" Newt pulled away from Thomas to look at Minho, who 
was standing next to them, arms outstretched in anticipation. He rolled his eyes, but then he hugged 
Minho as well. After all, he really was glad to see him. Really, really glad. 


He still couldn't believe it. Thomas and Minho had actually survived a night in the Maze. “How 
in the bloody-” he started, wanting to ask how that could be possible, but was interrupted by 
Thomas. 


“We'll tell you later. We have to get Alby first.” 


Newt stared at Thomas. He wouldn't have dared to wish that after Minho and Thomas he would 
also get Alby back. “What do you mean? He's alive?” 


“Just come here.” As Thomas passed, he lightly brushed his hand over Newt's back. Newt 
flinched, instantly wondering if the touch had been intended or not. The boy headed to the right, 
craning his neck to look high up at the wall, searching along the thick vines until he found the spot 
where Alby hung by his arms and legs far above them. Without saying anything, Thomas pointed 
up, but Newt wouldn't get his hopes up just yet. Alby was there, and seemingly in one piece, but 
there was no sign of movement as Newt saw his friend hanging in the ivy. 


Completely bewildered, he returned Thomas' gaze. “Is he... alive?” Please let him be , Newt 
thought. 


"I don't know,” Thomas replied with a shrug. “Was when I left him up there.” 


“When you left him-” Newt shook his head in disbelief. Tried not to let on how much the Greenie 
impressed him. 


“You saw a Griever?” Frypan, who’d stepped closer to them and was now also looking up at 
Alby, wanted to know. 


“Yeah, I saw one,” said Thomas, exchanging a glance with Minho. Newt looked back and forth 
between them, wondering what had happened that night. 


“He didn't just see it,” Minho paused, looking at those standing around. “He killed it.” 


There was some whispering among the Runners and Thomas looked down, as if uncomfortable 
with the sudden attention. 


“You and Minho, get your butts inside, get yourselves checked by the Med-jack. You look 
bloody awful.” Thomas actually didn't; Newt found the boy still looked way too handsome for 
what he must have endured the previous night, but he'd beware to tell him so. “I want the whole 
story when they're done and you're rested up.” 


It was clear to read on Thomas' face what he was thinking of the order, but Newt was having 
none of it, the boy needed to eat and rest, and Newt needed some space from him to think straight 
again. 


Impatiently, he motioned for Minho to accompany the Greenie away. Thomas opened his mouth 
to say something but thankfully the Korean boy grabbed him by the arm and forced him to walk 
towards the Glade. “We need to sleep. And bandages. Now ,” he said firmly. 


Thomas glanced up to Alby one more time, then his gaze fell on Newt. Newt stared back at him 
— trying to master a strict expression — until the boy was out of sight, then he turned, sighing. 


Chapter 13 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


They'd gotten Alby to the ground safely, had taken him back to the Glade and injected him with 
the Grief Serum; now all that was left to do was to hope it hadn't been too late for him. But Newt's 
worries about his friend kept being invaded by thoughts of Thomas. 


That stupid shank had done something no one had ever done before. Beyond owning him the 
lives of his two best friends, Newt now for the first time ever felt confident about his future. He 
believed again that there actually was a way out, and it was all thanks to Tommy. If he hadn't 
already been falling for the boy, he definitely would by now. 


Around noon Clint came to take the place at Alby's side. The Keeper told Newt to also get some 
rest as there was nothing they could do for Alby at the moment. 


Newt got up and stepped out into the corridor, unsure of where to go. His own room was out of 
question, that's where the Med-jacks had put Thomas; Minho occupied Alby's room next door. 
That way the two of them could catch up on sleep in peace, with no risk of curious Gladers 
hanging around their hammocks, pestering them with questions. Not that Newt would have 
objected, but it did limit his choice of possible retreats. 


He considered going to the Deadheads, but then changed his mind, continuing down the hall. The 
door was ajar, but he still felt like an intruder entering the room. His room. 


Thomas was sound asleep, and the sight was so peaceful that it sent a wave of reassurance 
through Newt, as if he were finding out, the world was okay again. He knew he should probably 
leave, and he also knew that it was inappropriate to watch the boy in his sleep. He couldn't help it 
though; he stayed and stared, wondering if maybe there was another life in which all of this made 
sense. 


Against better knowledge, Newt stepped closer to the sleeping figure that was Thomas. He 
wished he could just wake him up so together they could figure out what all of this meant. Not just 
what was happening between the two of them, but also the whole situation they found themselves 
in, starting with the Maze and a potential way out. But waking him now would be selfish, Thomas 
needed to rest. 


Instead, Newt sat down on the floor next to the bed, his back against the wall, his head tilted 
back so that he was facing the ceiling. "I don't know you ...,” he murmured under his breath, 
*bloody hell, I don't even know myself these days. But somehow, I know you mean everything to 
me. You may be the one who can finally set me free. Maybe even all of us." Surprised by the 
tenderness of his own words, Newt fell silent as he kept staring up. By now, Newt wasn't only 
convinced that Thomas was a missing piece of the puzzle that was his past, but that the boy also 
somehow was the key to their liberation. 


And one day, when they would have left all of this behind, there would be a place for them out 
there somewhere, and they would have the time to discover what they had meant to each other 
before. In a safe place, far away from the Creators, without Grievers lurking about them, maybe 
there was a life waiting for them, in which they could be happier. 


Even though it wasn't the most comfortable position to sleep in, Newt soon dozed off. Too 
exhausted to care about what Thomas might think if he woke up to find Newt in the room with 
him. 


The door was thrown open and Newt was roused from a pleasantly dreamless slumber. It took 
several seconds for him to get his bearings and see straight. Then he focused on Chuck, standing in 
the doorway, a big smile on his face. The bed sheets rustled as Thomas pulled the covers over his 
head, groaning. “Let me sleep, you shank.” 


It was the first time Newt had heard Thomas use their slang; it sounded a bit weird out of the 
Greenie's mouth and Newt had to suppress his amusement. He couldn't help a tiny chuckle 
escaping his lips though. 


“T thought you'd want to know-” Chuck said, then noticed Newt and his eyes widened barely 
noticeable. “Oh, hello Newt.” 


Thomas emerged from under the covers, rolling onto his stomach and eyeing Newt as if seeing 
him for the first time. "Hi," he plainly said as he sleepily blinked down at the boy sitting on the 
floor. He looked unfairly handsome with that tousled hair of his and those long lashes framing 
those amber eyes. How could he look like that when he'd literally just woken up? Newt was glad 
there wasn't a mirror nearby. He suddenly felt very insecure about his own appearance. Something 
he'd never worried about before. 


"Hi, Tommy," he replied, averting his gaze in embarrassment, running a hand through the blond 
curls that had fallen in his face. Wasted effort, given that they immediately fell on his forehead 
again. 


Thomas rubbed his eyes and yawned, then turned to Chuck. “What was it you wanted to tell 
me?” 


"Oh yeah, right! He's alive," the younger boy happily exclaimed. "Alby's okay - the serum 
worked. He's just started the Changing." 


All of his grogginess was instantly washed away by a wave of relief. Alby would be okay . But 
scarcely had he finished the thought, a blood-chilling scream erupted from the room down the hall, 
making Newt reconsider. The Changing wasn't anything to be grateful about. Newt was sickened 
by the happiness he'd just felt. Alby was in intense pain, screaming his head off — probably wishing 
he were dead. Chuck and Thomas looked at each other in horror. 


“So this is my life now. Living in a giant maze, surrounded by hideous beasts.” The dismal 
expression of Thomas' words filled Newt with sadness. Alby's screams only made it worse. He 
resisted the urge to squeeze his hands to his ears every time another one was heard. “How could 
anyone be evil enough to do this to us?” 


Newt had asked himself the same thing countless times. Nothing he'd come up with so far had 
provided a plausible explanation. In the end, he just kept coming to the conclusion that maybe it 
weren't the Creators who were evil; after all, it wasn't them being held captive in a giant Maze. 
And what if Newt deserved to be locked up? For all he knew, everyone around could be a bloody 
bunch of felons. Hard to say without memories of a time before. But he didn't want to subject 
Thomas or Chuck to this cruel idea, they didn't deserve his gloomy thoughts. 


Looking at the two like that, he immediately doubted this theory anyway. Neither Thomas nor 


Chuck looked like they could have committed a crime that justified a penalty like this. 


And why lock someone up in the first place when you consider the possibility of escape by 
presenting a maze to those held captive? It's only logical that they would try to solve it. Zf it can be 
solved at all. 


While Newt was lost in thought, the others had continued their conversation without him. Chuck 
must have just cracked a joke, trying to lighten the mood, earning a grimace from the boy sitting on 
the bed. “That's funny,” Thomas said, sarcasm lacing his voice. “You should go entertain the 
Grievers — see if they laugh.” 


Newt hadn't heard what Chuck had said and probably didn't even want to know. The younger boy 
simply ignored Thomas' remark, plopping down at the foot of the bed. 


“That reminds me — you're the talk of the town.” 
Thomas sat up straighter. “What's that supposed to mean?” 


“Oh, gee, let me think. First, you go out in the Maze when you're not supposed to, at night. Then 
you turn into some kind of freaky jungle dude, climbing vines and tying people up on walls. Next, 
you become one of the first people ever to survive an entire night outside the Glade, and to top it 
all off you killed a Griever. Can't imagine what those shanks are talking about — what you did is 
freaking unbelievable. You and Minho, both.” 


“Then why do I feel so crappy, Chuck? Wanna answer me that?” 


"Same bloody reason we all do," Newt interjected, "and maybe a little bit because you're a freaky 
jungle dude who fights Grievers at night." 


Thomas smiled, but it didn't reach his eyes. "I'm just wondering if it was all worth it..." 


"What do you mean?" Newt frowned, concern creeping up on him. If he took a closer look at 
Thomas, he really didn't look that good. Several reddish scratches and bruises created a mosaic 
across the exposed skin of the boy's face and forearms. What he had endured last night had left its 
marks, the physical ones would heal, but Thomas would always carry internal scars of what he’d 
experienced. But how could he think anything he had done was worthless when it had given Newt 
back his faith? 


"Just everything, it feels-" Another bloodcurdling cry made him pause. He buried his face in his 
hands, attempting to block out the scream. Chuck, too, seemed uncomfortable with Alby's audible 
agony. “Why exactly do you call it the Changing?” Thomas then abruptly changed the subject. 
“Assuming it's actually memories that you see during the Changing; are they changed because 
they want to go back to their old life, or is it because they're so depressed at realizing their old life 
was no better than what we have now?” 


Newt stared at him for a second, then looked away, in thought. “Shanks who've been through it'll 
never really talk about it. They get... different. There's a handful around the Glade, but I can't stand 
to be close to them.” He noticed his own voice becoming distant. Thoughts of Gally before the 
Changing came to him; they'd really gotten along well back then. Maybe they had even been 
friends, but it felt like forever ago. Gally was mostly grumpy these days, his moods often 
unpredictable. Newt believed that he essentially wasn't the asshole he pretended to be, it was just 
the Changing that, well, had changed him. Would it be the same with Alby when he woke up ? 


"I'm so sorry, Newt. It must suck to see your friend go through that.” Thomas' face showed 


sincere sympathy and Newt saw confirmation that Tommy was one of the good guys. But he was 
also aware that not everyone in the Glade saw it. Along with the admiration, Newt had already 
heard the odd whisper of suspicion. Gladers who questioned Tommy's actions and even feared the 
consequences of the Creators. Gally happily fueled those fears. And Newt knew he couldn't avoid 
presenting Thomas' particular case at a Gathering. After all, despite his exploits, he had broken the 
rules. 


"Yeah, it kinda does," Newt finally broke the silence that had fallen over them. “Anyway, next 
up — figure out what we do with you.” 


Thomas perked up at that, confused by the statement. “ Do with me? What're you talking about?” 


Newt stood, stretched his arms. His back hurt from the awkward position he had been sitting in 
and his bad leg was also making itself felt. Outside the setting of the sun brought the familiar 
grinding of the four doors closing for the night. 


“Turned this whole place upside down, you bloody shank. Half the Gladers think you're God, the 
other half wanna throw your butt down the Box Hole. Lotta stuff to talk about.” Newt leaned 
against the wall by the tiny window and looked out at the courtyard. A few boys had sat down in a 
circle and were playing a game, the last rays of sun were about to disappear behind the high walls 
and Winston was chasing a goat that must have escaped from its pen. All in all a peaceful view. If 
only there hadn't been the long shadows of the walls that bathed the scenery in the gray of the dusk. 


“Like what?” 


“Patience,” said Newt, who couldn't resist pushing the boy's limits a bit. He turned away from 
the window and back to Thomas. “You'll find out after the wake-up.” 


As expected, Thomas wasn't too keen on having to wait it out. “Tomorrow? Why?” 
“TIl call a Gathering. And you'll be there. You're the only buggin’ thing on the agenda.” 


"Well, that sounds like fun." Thomas rolled his eyes and let himself sink back into the sheets. 
“T'm starving by the way, do you think Frypan has any food left for us?” 


"Unfortunately you'll only find out if you get up and go ask the shank yourself." 


"Haven't I earned that promised breakfast in bed yet?" Thomas pouted again and although Newt 
wasn't even sure if the boy was doing it on purpose or if it was just his face, he had to look away. 


He shook his head, partly amused, partly dismayed that he was genuinely considering serving 
Thomas some food in bed. He actually really deserved it. “First, it's dinner time, and second, you're 
definitely not going to eat anything in my bed — what do you even mean promised ? I never bloody 
promised you anything like that.” 


"I could use some food too," Chuck said, getting up and rubbing his belly. 


Thomas followed Chuck by peeling himself out of the blanket and standing up as well. Then he 
looked at Newt expectantly. "You're coming?" 


"No, I think I'll go to bed soon. It's been a buggin’ long day and I'm not the least bit hungry." 


Chuck had long since disappeared into the corridor, but Thomas paused, standing in the doorway. 
He seemed disappointed, but maybe it was just Newt misinterpreting the look on the Greene's face. 
"Okay, thanks for letting me... borrow your bed for a few hours. Good night, Newt." 


"Good night, Tommy," Newt replied so quietly that Thomas almost certainly hadn't caught it 
anymore. 


That night Newt got even less sleep than the previous one. He tossed and turned in his sheets, 
sheets Thomas had lain in, which had taken on his scent. Just the idea of it was enough to get 
Newt's head spinning, but being able to smell Thomas like he was still lying next to him was 
driving him mad. 


He'd already gotten up three times, had opened the window to clear his head of all the 
inappropriate images his subconscious was conjuring and had fluffed the pillow in the incoming 
night air only to put it down again in a panic because he actually didn't want it to lose its traces of 
Thomas. 


He felt like an addict resisting temptation, for what his body was demanding of him, he refused to 
do. But as the night wore on, his thoughts became even more conflicted. And eventually, in 
frustration, he gave in to his desire. He wasn't proud of it, but he couldn't be blamed for being a 
teenage boy, having urges. 


Although he then found the sleep he was in desperate need of, nonetheless he would probably 
never be able to look Thomas in the eye again. 
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Chapter 14 


“Things are changing. There's no denying that. First Ben gets stung in broad daylight, and then 
Alby. And now our Greenie here has taken it upon himself to go into the Maze. Which is a clear 
violation of our rules here.” 


Newt had missed the wake up and had slept soundly until the sun had long since risen over the 
Glade. Something that had never happened to him in over three years before. As he now hurried 
down the stairs, cursing, he already heard voices coming from behind the closed door of the 
Council Hall. Gally's among the most audible. 


“Yeah, but he saved Alby's life.” Frypan said, voice clearly recognizable. 
“Did he?” 


Newt cautiously opened the door, making sure it didn't creak. There was Gally standing in the 
center of the wooden room, holding three fingers up. He obviously enjoyed having the undivided 
attention of the Keepers who sat in a semicircle around him. In the corner behind Gally, Newt saw 
Thomas sitting in a chair. The boy didn't seem comfortable at all with the whole situation. 


“For three years, we have coexisted with these things,” Gally continued his speech, turning to 
Thomas and pointing at him. “And now you've killed one of them. Who knows what that could 
mean.” 


"Well, what do you suggest we do?" Newt asked deliberately, drawing everyone's attention. 


“He has to be punished,” Gally said, undeterred by Newt's sudden presence and not looking like 
he was willing to give up his position in the middle of the room any time soon. Newt was indignant 
about the Gathering having begun without him, and that Gally had taken it upon himself to start 
with the prosecution. As second - no, as first in command, he could not tolerate such disrespect. 
However, he didn't feel like making a scene right now; he'd just work it out with Gally one on one 
later. 


"Noted. Now, would you be so kind as to take your bloody seat?" Newt pointed at the gap within 
the line of Keepers. Gally's nostrils flared treacherously, but then he complied without protest, 
sitting down between Winston and Zart. 


“In place of our leader, sick in bed, I declare this Gathering begun,” Newt then said , with a 
subtle roll of his eyes as he hated anything approaching formality. “As you all know, the last few 
days have been bloody crazy, and quite a bit seems centered around our Greenbean, Tommy, seated 
before us.” Well, indeed, Thomas was seated behind Newt, who purposely avoided turning to look 
at the Greenie. He could feel the boy's eyes on his back though. He could picture his face all too 
well; right now probably flushed with embarrassment from the attention he was receiving. 


“He's not just an innocent Greenie any more,” Gally said, his scratchy voice so low and cruel it 
was almost comical. “He's a rule breaker now.” 


This started off a rumbling of murmurs and whispers, but Newt immediately shushed them. 
“Gally,” he said, “try to keep some buggin’ order here. If you're gonna blabber your shuck mouth 
every time I say something, you can go ahead and bloody leave, because I'm not in a very cheerful 
mood.” 


Newt wasn't in the mood for any of this at all. There were a thousand things on his mind — things 
being Thomas mostly — and he just wished for as much distance as possible between himself and 
that one particular boy, especially because of what he'd done last night. He was ashamed, although 
he really had no reason to be. It wasn't like nobody else here would do it too. As if he himself had 
never done it before. But something about the situation was different, his fantasy was a real person 
now, sitting just a few feet away from him. Newt would have preferred to run away and hide 
somewhere — he even considered the Maze for a second — but instead he had to deal with Gally. 


The shank folded his arms and leaned back, the scowl on his face so forced that it seemed silly, 
pathetic even. Newt gave the boy a hard stare, then continued. “Glad we got that out of the way.” 
He again rolled his eyes. “Reason we're here is because almost every lovin' kid in the Glade has 
come up to me in the last day or two either boo-hooing about Thomas or beggin’ to take his bloody 
hand in marriage.” That was probably a bit of an exaggeration, but it got his point across. Of 
course, Tommy had hardly turned anyone's head as much as Newt's himself. Look who's the 
pathetic one now , he scolded himself before again raising his voice. “We need to decide what 
we're gonna do with him.” 


Gally leaned forward, but Newt cut him off before he could say anything. “You'll have your 
chance, Gally. One at a time. And Tommy, you're not allowed to say a buggin’ thing until we ask 
you to. Good that?” 


Reluctantly, he turned to the boy in question, waited for a nod of consent from Thomas — who 
gave it likewise reluctantly — then pointed to the Keeper of the Track-hoes. “Zart, you start.” 


There were a few sniggers as Zart shifted in his seat. “Well,” the Keeper began, his eyes darting 
around almost like he was waiting for someone else to tell him what to say, “I don't know. He 
broke one of our most important rules. We can't just let people think that's okay.” He paused and 
looked down at his hands, rubbing them together. “But then again, he's... changed things. Now we 
know we can survive out there, and that we can beat the Grievers.” 


“Oh, give me a break,” Gally spurted. “I bet Minho's the one who actually got rid of the stupid 
thing,” 


Newt ignored the interjection, relieved that no one else was responding to what Gally had said 
either. 


“Okay, you're next, Frypan.” 


The cook smiled at him and sat up straighter. “Shank's got more guts than I've fried up from 
every pig and cow in the last year.” He paused, as if expecting a laugh, but none came. “ How 
stupid is this — he saves Alby's life, kills a Griever, and we're sitting here yappin' about what to do 
with him. As Chuck would say, this is a pile of klunk.” 


“So what're recommendin'?” Newt asked, leaning against the wooden pillar behind him and 
folded his arms across his chest. He was glad that Frypan found the whole situation as absurd as he 
did. 


Frypan also folded his arms before responding. “Put him on the freaking Council and have him 
train us everything he did out there.” 


Voices erupted from every direction, and it took Newt half a minute to calm everyone down. He 
winced; Frypan had gone too far with that recommendation, almost invalidating his well-stated 
opinion of the whole mess. 


“Everyone keep their bloody mouths shut, I mean it. You know the rules — no idea's unacceptable 
— and you'll have your say when we vote on it.” He pointed at the Bugger's Keeper. “Billy?” 


“I don't really have an opinion,” the boy said. 
“What?” Newt frowned at him. “Lot of good it did to choose you for the Council, then.” 


“Sorry, I honestly don't.” Billy shrugged. “If anything, I agree with Frypan, I guess. Why punish 
a guy for saving someone's life?” 


“So you do have an opinion — is it that?” Newt insisted, raising an eyebrow. Billy shrugged again 
but nodded. 


Next up was Winston, Keeper of the Blood House. “I think he should be punished. No offense, 
Greenie, but if we don't punish you we'll set a bad example. He broke our Number One Rule.” 


“What kind of punishment do ya recommend?” 


I think he should be put in the Slammer for a week with only bread and water — and we need to 
make sure everyone knows about it so they don't get any ideas.” 


Gally clapped, earning a scowl from Newt. 


“Minho, you were there with him. What do you think?” Newt now addressed the Runner who, as 
always, stayed in the back and hadn't spoken a word since the Gathering had started. 


Minho rose, taking a step forward. “I think, in all the time we've been here, no one's ever killed a 
Griever before. When I turned tail an ran, this dumb Shank stood behind to help Alby.” Minho 
glanced over at Thomas, taking a deep breath before he continued. “Look, I don't know if he's 
brave or stupid, but whatever it is, we need more of it. I say we make him a Runner. 


This, once more, caused a babble of voices. Newt sighed, unwilling to assert himself against the 
commotion again. At least, the bulk of outraged voices seemed to be in favor of Minho's 
suggestion. He could almost watch Gally's face turn red as he struggled making himself heard, 
before eventually exploding. He jumped up, facing the others. 


“Look, if you wanna throw the Newbie a parade, that's fine. Go ahead.” He said in a loud voice 
gesturing with his hands underlining every word. The room went quiet, everyone was looking at 
Gally now. For a moment this seemed to throw him off a bit, he paused, then raised his finger in a 
threatening gesture before continuing. “But if there's one thing I know about the Maze, it is that 
you do not-” 


Gally was cut off by a deep droning alarm that sounded from all directions. Everyone recognized 
it immediately. But the timing of it was so unusual that it took Newt several moments to place it. 
He exchanged a look with Gally, who looked as stunned as Newt felt. 


"Wait... I think I know that sound...,"" Thomas said behind them. 
"It's the Box coming back up," someone said in a low voice. 


"It shouldn't be," he heard Minho say, but by then Newt had started sprinting. Still recovering 
from the shock, the others followed him out of the Council Hall. 


The alarm was unmistakable and clearly audible all around the Glade. All over the boys left their 
current activities and took a run for the Box. Unlike five days ago, when Thomas had come up, this 
time Newt was the first to reach it. Gally close behind. With suspicion they eyed the still locked 
steel door in the ground. Any moment now it would slide open and reveal what lay beneath. 


The alarm finally stopped after blaring for a full two minutes. In the meantime a crowd had 
gathered in the middle of the courtyard. Thomas approached them and when Newt saw the look on 
the Greenie's face he knew right away that it wasn't a good thing. He steeled himself for the 
coming flood of questions. 


“Why is everyone freaking out?” 
“Box's coming up,” Chuck explained to him. 
"Yeah, but doesn't it do that all the time? Isn't this how you all got here?" 


Chuck shrugged. “Most of us, anyway — guess it's always been really regular. One a month, 
every month, same day. Maybe whoever's in charge realized you were nothing but a big mistake, 
sent someone to replace you.” The younger boy giggled, a high-pitched snigger for which he 
earned some sullen looks from those standing around. 


“How do you know it's not just supplies or whatever?” 


“The alarm doesn't go off when that happens,” Chuck answered, simply. “The supplies come up 
every week.” 


The grinds and rattles of the rising lift silenced them. A muffled boom announced that it had 
arrived. Newt watched in anticipation as a crack split the metal square right down the middle. Then 
both sides of the door slid apart. 


Newt and Gally took positions on each side and with a metallic scrape they pulled open the Box's 
roof grille underneath. As he leaned over the opening, he could make out the figure within. The kid 
lay curled up on the floor, motionless. Immediately Newt realized that something was wrong. 


“Newt, what do you see?” 


Newt wasn't sure what he was seeing. The kid still didn't move. Newt couldn't see the boy's face 
because it was still in the shadow of the Box, but something about the outline of the body made 
him wonder. 


After a moment's hesitation, he jumped down, kneeling next to the apparently sleeping person. 
Brushing the long dark hair away from the pale face, he got confirmation for what he'd already 
suspected from afar. It wasn't a boy. 


“Tt's a girl.” 


Chapter 15 
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A girl. 


Something so normal and yet so out of place. The Creators might as well have sent them an 
elephant and Newt would have been less surprised. What the hell were they thinking? 


It's a girl. 


Newt's declaration had caused a roar of voices, as all of them had started talking at once; Newt 
only caught pieces here and there. And he realized he had made a mistake. He should have sent 
everyone away once he'd realized something was wrong. The situation should have been handled 
more discreetly, but the sight of the girl had thrown him off so much that he hadn't thought that far. 
That certainly wouldn't have happened to Alby. He also for sure would have known what to do 
now. Newt, on the other hand, was at a loss. 


“A girl ?” 

“T got dibs!” 

“What's she look like?” 
“How old is she?” 


Those were just the nicer things that were said. Newt felt sick looking at the lewd faces of his 
friends; he would have credited some of them with more decency. Tommy was standing in the 
front row, being one of the few boys to remain silent and it made Newt feel a surge of sympathy 
for him. And somehow he also felt relief. 


“That's not the bloody half of it,” he said when he'd regained some of his composure, trying to 
drown out the voices of the excited boys crowding around the Box' hole, desperate to catch a 
glimpse of the girl. “I think she's dead.” 


That eventually did the trick and shut everyone up. 


“What's in her hand?” Gally asked, who had previously also held back with offensive comments 
and just continued staring down at the girl. It was only now that Newt noticed the white rag 
clutched in the girl's right hand. Bending over the still figure, he freed the wadded piece of paper 
from her clenched fist. The girl's skin felt warm under his fingertips. Good , he thought, maybe that 
meant she wasn't dead after all . 


His hands were shaking as he unfolded the sheet. In hasty handwriting but legible letters, five 
words were scribbled on it. Newt read them once, twice. Then he read them out aloud, hoping they 
might make sense. 


She's the last one EVER 


His eyes darted at those standing above him; about fifty faces mirrored his own confusion. 
“What the hell does that mean?” 


He had hardly asked that question when the girl shot up into a sitting position. As she sucked in a 
huge breath, her eyes snapped open and she blinked, looking around at the crowd surrounding her. 
Some of the boys gasped, stumbling backwards away from the Box. Newt didn't move, his gaze 
locked on the girl, frozen in fear. 


Burning blue eyes darted back and forth as she took deep breaths. Her pink lips trembled as she 
mumbled something over and over, indecipherable. Then she spoke one word — her voice hollow 
and haunted, but clear. 


“ Thomas .” 


As her eyes rolled up into her head and she fell back to the ground, Newt avoided looking at 
Thomas. But he for sure knew that everyone else's eyes were on him right now. 


An odd moment of complete silence hung over the Glade. It was as if a supernatural wind had 
swept through the place and sucked out all sound. Newt would have expected shouts and questions, 
arguments. Instead of erupting in confusion, the Gladers all stood dumbfounded. 


"Do you still think I'm overreacting?" Gally finally asked, into the unnatural absence of noise. He 
glared at the Greenie, as if Thomas alone were responsible for the entire mess of the Maze and the 
Glade and the Grievers. “You know this girl, shank?” 


Before Gally could press Thomas any further, Newt nimbly climbed out of the Box and stood 
between the two boys. "Tommy, I want you to go to the Homestead and wait for me. Can ya do 
that?" 


Thomas nodded, turning his back on the scene, probably more than happy about getting away 
from the prying eyes of the other boys. Newt watched him go, refusing to turn to face Gally, 
fearing the reproach that would be written all over the Builder's face. 


“Med-jacks!” he exclaimed, knowing that Clint and Jeff had to be very close. 


The two boys immediately pushed their way through the crowd. “So what do we do with her?” 
Jeff asked, nodding towards the Box. 


“How should I know? Newt said. “You two shanks are the Med-jacks — figure it out.” 


Clint was already climbing into the Box, kneeling beside the girl, feeling for her pulse and 
leaning over to listen to her heartbeat. 


“Who said Clint had first shot at her?” someone yelled from the crowd. Several barks of laughter 
followed as if the comment were nothing more than a joke. But Newt wasn't in the mood for a 
laugh at all. 


“I'm next!’ Someone else bawled. 


“If anybody touches this girl, you're gonna spend the night sleeping with the Grievers in the 
Maze.” Gally's eyes were narrowed and his mouth was pulled into a tight grin that didn't look like 
it had anything to do with humour. “Banished, no questions.” He paused, turning in a slow circle as 
if he wanted every person to see his face. “Nobody better touch her! Nobody!” 


It was the first time in a long while that Newt had actually liked hearing something come out of 
Gally's mouth. 


Clint stood up from his examination. “She seems fine. Breathing okay, normal heartbeat. Though 


it's a bit slow. Your guess is as good as mine, but I'd say she's in a coma. Jeff, let's take her to the 
Homestead.” 


With Gally's help, the two Med-jacks got the girl out of the Box. They lifted her with a quick 
jerk, almost throwing her in the air - she was obviously a lot lighter than they'd thought - and Newt 
almost shouted at them to be more careful. 


“Guess we'll have to see what she does,” Jeff said to no one in particular. “We can feed her soupy 
stuff if she doesn't wake up soon.” 


“Just watch her closely,” Newt said. “Must be something special about her or they wouldn't have 
sent her here. Put her next to Alby's room, and keep a watch on her day and night. Nothin' better 
happen without me knowing about it.” 


“Yeah,” Jeff muttered; then he and Clint shuffled off to the Homestead, the girl's body bouncing 
as they went. 


Thomas had been waiting for him in the entrance area of the Homestead. His face buried in his 
hands, as if he wanted to shut the world out. When he noticed Newt entering, he stood. The two 
Med-jacks carried the girl past him up the stairs. Thomas stared after them - no, her - and 
something in Newt's stomach tightened. He grabbed the boy's wrist and pulled him with him. 
Thomas didn't fight it, but was thrown off balance by Newt's firm grip, stumbling rather then 
walking up the stairs. 


They passed the room where Alby, tied to a camp bed, was plagued with the effects of the 
Changing. The door was open and they saw him gasping, and struggling against the bonds. At least 
he'd stopped screaming. Thomas slowed, spellbound by the sight of the suffering boy, but Newt 
relentlessly dragged him on. 


Only when they reached the motionless figure of the girl — who'd by now also been placed on a 
camp bed — did he let go of Thomas. The boy rubbed his maltreated wrist and Newt almost felt 
sorry for handling him so roughly. But when he saw the way Thomas was looking down at the 
girl, any compassion he had previously felt evaporated and was replaced by rawer and more 
overwhelming emotion. 


“What, you recognize her?” he said crudely, arms crossed in front of his chest. All of a sudden he 
felt like crying. Was he actually jealous of a comatose girl now? 


“No,” said Thomas without taking his eyes off her. 


“Really?” Newt wanted to believe Thomas, but at the same time some irrational anger was about 
to cloud his mind. “Cause she seemed to recognize you.” 


Thomas didn't answer for a long time, and when he did, he tried to deviate from the subject. 
“What about the note?” 


“We'll worry about the note later.” 


“T think you should worry about it now.” He could feel Thomas's intent gaze on him, and it 
somehow filled him with satisfaction that the boy's attention was now back on him and no longer 
on the girl. Still, it took Newt a moment to bring himself to look up. It took every effort he could 
muster to look into those amber eyes, which immediately captivated him so much that it now 
became impossible for him to break away from them again. 


“We've got enough to deal with at the moment.” He said, swallowing. Thomas relentlessly kept 
the eye contact, and as it had happened before, Newt felt like the Greenie was challenging him in a 
way. 


“He's right, Newt.” Jeff said, breaking the spell. “If the Box isn't coming back up, how long do 
you think we can last?” 


“No one said that.” It wasn't as if that thought hadn't already occurred to Newt, but he wouldn't 
share such worries with the others yet. His current position as leader required him to keep a cool 
head, he couldn't display his own fears, after all, it was his duty to give the Gladers confidence 
even when he was lacking any himself. “Let's not jump to any conclusions. We'll just wait until she 
wakes up and see what she knows. Somebody has gotta have some bloody answers around here.” 


“Okay,” said Thomas, determination evident on his face. He turned on his heel and was halfway 
out the door before Newt could have stopped him. 


“Where are you going?” 
“Back into the Maze.” 


Stunned, Newt looked at Jeff, as if hoping for confirmation that he had just misheard what 
Thomas had said. None came, the Med-jack only shrugged. 


Newt stormed out of the room and down the stairs, catching up with Thomas when the boy had 
almost reached the East Door. 


“Hey. Hey, Thomas,” he called out for him. but the Greenie ignored him and kept going without 
slowing down. Newt jogged around him, but it wasn't until he put a hand on his chest that Thomas 
finally stopped and looked at him. “What is this with you? A bloody death wish? You just got out 
of that buggin' Maze and now you want back in?” 


Thomas bit his lower lip, obviously bugged by something. He sighed. “Newt, you're the one who 
told me that no one has ever seen a Griever and lived to tell about it, right?” Newt just stared at 
him, guessing what Thomas was getting at. “And now we have one. You're telling me you're not 
even a little bit curious?” 


“Not really, no,” Newt lied, hoping it would slow the Greenie down a bit. It did the opposite 
though, and Thomas was about to just leave Newt standing. Again Newt was forced to stop the 
stubborn boy with a hand in front of his chest. No, he certainly did not have a problem with 
physical contact when the situation called for it. Looking Thomas straight in the face, he once 
again exposed himself to the danger of those eyes. 


“So, what's the plan? You're gonna go out and dissect that thing all by yourself?” 


“T will if I have to.” Newt knew Thomas would. The only way to stop him now would be to lock 
him up in the Slammer. But Newt wouldn't do that to him. He'd rather support the Greenie, even 
though the thought of him going back into the Maze made him anything but comfortable. Even 
though, no one would understand it — not even Newt himself for that matter — but the trust he set in 
Thomas was unconditional. 


Thomas' eyes narrowed, perhaps noticing Newt's change in attitude, sensing that he'd made up his 
mind. 


“T think it's time we find out what we're really up against,” he said, imploringly looking up to 
Newt. 


“All right,” Newt gave the slightest nod. “But you're not going back out there alone. I would 
come myself, but I think someone else would be more suitable.” 


For the second time that day, Newt grabbed Thomas wrist - this time being careful to be a little 
more gentle with him - and dragged the boy with him. 


"Let's find Minho," he said, responding to the confused look on Thomas' face. 


The Runner's Keeper was exactly where Newt expected him to be. In the kitchen, about to beg 
Frypan for a snack between meals. Of course Chuck was there too, happily munching on a 
sandwich. 


"Hey, Newt. Thomas," the chef greeted them with a nod as they entered. 


"Newt! Glad you're here! Our buddy Frypan, shucking self-proclaimed grouch and tormentor of 
Runners, refuses to hand me a sandwich. Could you like back me up with this?" 


"As always, Minho's a drama queen,” Frypan said. “Lunch's less than two hours away, you'll do 
till then shank." 


"But Chuck gets something too!" replied Minho, pointing accusingly at the younger boy. 
"He's a kid, man. He's still growing. He needs a little extra nutrients from time to time." 
"And I'm a Runner, what about my extra nutrients?" 

"What running did you do today?" 


The Korean boy gruffed and Newt thought it was the perfect moment to step in and make his 
point. 


"Minho, I have to ask you for something that you're not going to like at all." 


Minho looked at him frankly and folded his arms across his chest, making his muscles bulge. 
"Then get it over with, I'm listening." 


"Well, it's about the dead Griever, I think we should take a closer look at it. And by we I actually 
mean-” 


" You thought?" Minho said, raising his eyebrows, glancing back and forth between the two boys 
in front of him. Newt realized he was still holding Thomas' hand and immediately let go of it. "Am 
I right to assume that our Greenbean here actually is the one dying to go out there and have a look 
at that thing he killed? And you came here to ask me to go with him and babysit a little?" 


Newt chose to be honest with Minho. He couldn't fool him anyway. "Nobody can see you, 
neither when you leave the Glade nor when you come back. Got it?" 


"So it's not really a request, it's a command?" 


"Otherwise he'll go alone, you know he will, and I can't allow that." 


"You could just lock him in the Slammer. Get him locked in the Slammer if you don't want to do 
it yourself," Minho suggested, but his tone revealed he wasn't all that serious about it. 


"Minho I -,” Newt began but was once more interrupted by Minho. 


"T'll do it, but I have my price." He looked meaningfully in Frypan's direction. Newt rolled his 
eyes. 


"Alright, get the man his bloody sandwich," he said to Frypan, who reluctantly complied. 


"Actually I'd prefer it if it wasn't too bloody," Minho called after him as Frypan disappeared to 
the back of the hut where they were storing the supplies. The cook flipped him off as he 
disappeared behind a shelf. 


Newt rolled his eyes again at this sublimely bad pun. Chuck, on the other hand, seemed to share 
Minho's lousy sense of humor as he laughed, his mouth filled with half-chewed bread. Shortly 
thereafter, Frypan returned with the sandwich and gave it to Minho, who beamed at it. 


"This conversation never happened," Newt addressed Chuck and Frypan now. "If someone asks 
where Minho and Tommy are, we have no bloody idea. Got it?" 


"Good that," Frypan said, gesturing to shut his mouth and hurl the imaginary key away. Chuck 
nodded diligently. 


"Good that," Newt said, motioning for the Runner and the Greenie to leave. "I'll expect you guys 
back in two hours. If ya make it to lunch, no one will ask questions." 


Chapter End Notes 


Just two things: 

Firstly, I know that those heroic lines said by Gally are stolen from Alby. In the books 
it's actually him admonishing the Gladers not to touch Teresa and threatens them with 
Banishment if they still do. But as you know I bent the canon a bit and in movie!verse 
Alby is in the middle of Changing by the time Teresa arrives. However, I just didn't 
think it suited Newt to make such threats, so I had Gally say it instead.. 

I also know that book!Gally is actually meant to be the epitome of a bully. But since 
I'm in the process of expropriating James Dashner of his characters, I took the liberty 
of going with Will Poulter's interpretation of Gally rather then the pretty one- 
dimensional character we meet in the books. 

Mainly because I feel like he's been wronged in the books for the most part. He may 
be an ass, but he does have a valid point in being suspicious about Thomas. 


Secondly, I want to apologize to all Thominho-shippers for ripping you of a scene 
between Minho and Thomas. But this fic is about Newtmas and I felt like it would 
give the story a better flow having Newt running after Thomas and confronting him 
about going out into the Maze again after he'd just returned. 


Having said that, I hope you enjoyed this chapter and I'm really glad you've actually 
read this far! 


Chapter 16 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Looking for distraction, Newt had decided that a little physical work would probably do him 
good. He'd set about chopping logs, but he wasn't really into it. The wood already was too dry, and 
splintered in all directions when Newt brought the hatchet down on it, making it quite hard to split 
into usable parts. After underestimating his own strength for the third time, and nearly hurting 
himself because of the excessive swing, he dropped it all together. 


Zart gave him a reproachful look, but Newt was too engrossed in his own thoughts to register. No 
one seemed to have noticed Tommy and Minho missing, yet. But Newt, of course, was aware of 
the risk they were taking. If the wrong people would find out that Tommy had gone back into the 
Maze, even worse, that he was deliberately accompanied by Minho, and Newt knowing about it, 
there would be consequences. 


Newt was also concerned that something might happen to them out there, that they again 
wouldn't make it in time of closing. But he was comforted by the thought of Tommy and Minho 
already having survived a whole night in the Maze; today's trip should be a simple stroll compared 
to that. 


And maybe the dead Griever would indeed bring them some insights, making it all worth it. 


Shortly before lunch time, Newt went to check on the girl again. When he entered the room she 
seemed to be peacefully asleep, looking like she'd wake up at any minute. Her chest rose and fell 
with even breaths; her skin was full of colour. Clint was with her, dropping water into her mouth a 
few drips a time. 


“Hey, Clint,’ Newt said. “She surviving?” 
“Yeah,” Clint answered. “She's fine, though she started talking in her sleep.” 
“Have you been writin' down every word she says?” 


Clint nodded in confirmation. “Most of it's impossible to understand. But, uh...” The Med-Jack 
looked around, apparently feeling quite uneasy. 


"What is it?" Newt frowned at the boy. 


“Well... I can't make it all out, but...” Clint scratched the back of his neck before meeting Newt's 
piercing gaze. “She keeps saying his name over and over.” 


"Whose name?" Newt inquired, even though he already knew the answer. 
"The Greenie's name." 
Newt sighed. 


"Thanks, Clint," he said, hoping the Med-jack would catch on the obvious dismissal. "Get me a 
report of all that, okay?" 


"Will do." Giving a curt nod, Clint hurried away. 


Newt paused in front of the stretcher, looking down at the comatose girl, once again wondering 
what it all meant. 


He'd been so sure of his and Tommy's shared past and now this girl showed up — obviously 
having some dubious connection with the Greenie — messing with everything he thought he knew; 
How did she fit into all of this? 


There'd been a lot of uncertainty those past years, Newt had gotten used to the feeling of it. But 
that didn't mean that he hated in any less to be reminded of the fact he knew nothing about his past. 
That all memories of his family and life before the Maze had been taken away from him. It sucked 
to be kept in the dark about the circumstances of your own existence. 


The door was pushed open with exuberance and Chuck came stumbling into the room. He was 
breathing heavily, likely having run all the way and up the stairs. Now he stood in the doorway, 
staring at the sleeping girl as if he'd forgotten why he'd come here in the first place. 


"Chuck? You're alright?" Newt worriedly asked. 
"No, not all right," the boy yapped, catching breath between each word. “Gally found out-” 


Newt needed no elaboration on what exactly Gally had found out. Not waiting for Chuck to 
continue, he stormed past the boy and out into the hallway. 


"Newt, wait!" Chuck went after him, still gasping for breath. "He's called a Gathering. Sent me to 
get your butt down in the Council Hall. Are we in trouble?" 


"Oh yeah. We bloody are," Newt said cursing as he rushed down the stairs, taking two steps at a 
time and stubbornly ignoring the pain this caused in his bad leg. "Chuck, I need you to wait at the 
East Door, when Tommy and Minho return, send them to the Council Hall asap, understood?" 


"Will do," Chuck said, making an awkward gesture of salutation. 


Turning to the Council Hall, Newt found himself pretty pissed. For the second time this day, 
Gally dared to defy him in his position as appointed leader, and this wasn't just about Tommy 
anymore, it was about Gally doubting his leadership. What was he thinking calling a Gathering 
without checking with Newt first? 


He paused in front of the door, overcome by a familiar dizziness. At first he thought it maybe 
was because he hadn't eaten anything yet, but then he felt his throat tighten and his breathing 
became erratic. 


Cursing, again, he braced himself with one hand on the wall, resting his forehead against the 
rough material, grounding himself while trying to suppress the rising panic. There was no way he 
could face Gally and the others like that, no, he wasn't going to show any weakness now. He 
focused on his breathing, like he had done when he'd still been running the Maze, trying for a 
steady rhythm; breathe in deeply, breathe out slowly. But it wasn't working. Newt could feel his 
heart race, and it wasn't the comfortable kind of flutter he always felt when Tommy was around. 


Tommy. 


Images of the Greenie flooded Newt's mind. His laugh. His eyes. His hands. During the hours 


spent together Newt had had enough time to memorize all of him. And now he recalled how 
Thomas' eyes had glowed in the rising sun that first morning, how peaceful he'd looked asleep in 
Newt's bed, and how the veins on his arms had stood out from all the hard work in the Gardens. 
While his heart was still racing, his breathing was gradually returning to a normal rate. 


Then another memory hit, no, not a memory, just some kind of snapshot, fading as quickly as it 
had appeared; Tommy sitting cross-legged on a bed, a wide grin on his face. He appeared much 
younger and his hair was longer, but it had definitely been Tommy- 


An unbearable ache in his head made Newt black out. Only for a few seconds, but as his 
surroundings re-formed, he felt disoriented. What was he doing here? Why was he standing in the 
foyer of the Homestead, forehead pressed firmly against a wall? Dazed, he tried to remember the 
last few minutes, his last clear memory being of Chuck telling him that Gally had called a 
Gathering. 


Now that he was aware of his surroundings again, Newt heard the voices coming from the 
Council Hall. Determined, he opened the wooden door and entered the room. 


"What the bloody hell is going on?” he said and Gally actually shrunk under the fierce look 
which he let roam over those present. It made Newt's confidence grow as he stepped in the middle 
of the Hall, aware of the nine pairs of eyes following his every move. “Since when do we call 
Gatherings without discussing it with the appointed leader or his second in command first?" 


Gally cleared his throat. 


"In fact, we were hoping you could tell us what the bloody hell is going on," he said, and to 
Newt's astonishment, there wasn't much of the Builder's usual belligerence in his voice. "Besides, 
I'm virtually your deputy, so this call-up by me is appropriately legitimate." 


Newt stared at Gally. "What are ya bloody talkin' about?" 


"Remember yesterday morning, when you asked me to hold the fort here because you so badly 
wanted to search the Maze for those supposedly dead shanks?" 


"Those declared dead actually live longer," Frypan sniggered and Newt gave him an irritated 
look before turning his attention back to Gally. 


"You made me second in command, maybe not officially, not yet, but you didn't take that role 
away from me either, so I'm using my entitlement by doing what I think is the only right thing to 
do,” the boy continued. "Aside from that, this isn't a new Gathering I called, it's just the 
continuation of this morning's since we were interrupted." 


"How do ya go about holdin' a bloody Gathering when the person in question isn't even there?" 
Newt asked, raising an eyebrow. “You can't just pass judgment on people unless they're there to 
defend themselves.” 


"Oh, yeah? And where was Ben when we were voting on his fate?" Gally replied, voice oozing 
with bitterness. 


"That was different," said Newt, avoiding Gally's reproachful gaze. "Ben was a danger to 
himself. Tommy didn't harm anyone, on the contrary he-" 


"Yeah, right, he hasn't physically hurt anyone, yet ” Gally said. “But he's still out in the Maze 


right now, harming us as a society by deliberately invalidating our rules. I think that's just enough 
justification for denying him any right to a defense. And as second in command I say it's time we 
finally talk proper consequences.” 


"Do you agree with that?" Newt turned to the other Keepers. 


"If you put him in charge then own up, man," Frypan said, shrugging. "We don't know when 
Alby will wake up or if he'll be the same, and you can't take care of everything by yourself. I'd say 
we should get this proxy thing sorted out before we talk about Thomas." 


“Let's just get it over with then, I give my vote to Gally,” Zart said, seemingly bored with the 
formalities. 


Winston raised his right hand. "I'm voting that shank, too." 


"We can't vote, Minho isn't there and without him the election would be invalid," Clint 
interjected. 


"Oh, really? What thoughtful observation," said Gally. "That would bring us straight to the next 
item on the agenda. Minho's brazen ignorance..." 


"I say fuck it. If Minho isn't there, we'll vote without him," Billy said, mimicking Winston's 
gesture. "Raise your hand if you believe that ugly shank would make some capable second in 
command." 


Everyone raised their hand; Clint hesitated, looking at Newt before gingerly following the 
example of the others. 


"You vote against it?" Gally looked at Newt, who was standing against a wooden post, not 
making any effort to participate in the current event. "You want to suggest someone else?" 


"A bit late to put up another candidate, don't you think?" Newt replied, frowning. The Council 
had voted unanimously, and even if Minho had been there and he'd voted against Gally — which, 
knowing Minho, he'd probably have — it wouldn't have changed anything. 


"You sure you don't want to field Minho? I wouldn't have been surprised if you suggested that 
shucking Greenie either," the Builder's Keeper teased. 


"You're lucky I thought 'em both dead when I approached you that mornin’, Shuck-face. 
Otherwise your odds would have been slim indeed." 


That elicited a humorless laugh from Gally. "Good that. Anyway, back to the main topic of this 
Gathering. Your new favorite, Thomas. What are we going to do with him?” 


"I sent him into the Maze with Minho. They're taking a closer look at that dead Griever," Newt 
said, looking steadily at Gally. "They left on my behalf and therefore did not break any rules." 


"I don't believe a word you say,” Gally snorted. “You'd never send a Newbie into the Maze. You 
once were a Runner yourself, you're the one who instituted the rule forbidding non-Runners from 
entering the Maze, because it would be too dangerous. And now you wanna fool us into thinking 
that this was your idea?” 


"It was, no need for foolin' anyone,” Newt lied. “Thomas already survived a night out there. And 
I was thinking, maybe he could actually find a way out of here." It was the first time he'd voiced 
his faith in Thomas out loud, and although he stood by his words a hundred percent, he 


immediately felt regret. He'd just made himself vulnerable. "Listen, it's-" 

"Newt, sorry to interrupt, but I'm asking you to consider this before you say another shuck word. 
This slinthead comes up in the Box, acting all confused and scared. A few days later he's running 
around the Maze with Grievers, acting like he owns the place.” Gally looked around to make sure 
everyone would follow his next words. “I think it was all an act. How could he have done what he 
did out there after just a few days? I ain't buying it.” 


“What're you tryin’ to say, Gally?” Newt asked. “ How 'bout having a bloody point ?” 
“I think he's a spy from the people who put us here.” 


These words did not fail to have their effect, an uproar exploded in the room as everyone talked 
over each other. Newt couldn't tell though, if the overlaid voices were advocating or declining 
Gally's conspiracy. 


"No, listen, let me finish," Gally made himself heard again. “We can't trust that shank. There's 
too many weird things going on, and it all started when this shuck-face Greenie showed up. And he 
just happens to be the first person to survive a night out in the Maze. Something ain't right, and 
until we figure it out, I officially recommend that we lock his butt in the Slammer — for a month, 
and then have another review.” 


“Finished, Captain Gally?” 


"Quit being such a smart aleck, Newt. You know perfectly well that I'm right and you can't argue 
against it any longer." 


"Gally does have a point," Frypan agreed, scraping his stubble. "There are weird things 
happening. And now that girl..." 


"We're kept in a buggin’ Maze,” Newt tried to gain control of the situation, “try tellin’ me 
something that ain't weird around here." 


"Hey Newt, I'm on your side, man. I'm also not keen on locking the Greenie in the Slammer. But 
you can't deny that something's fishy ‘bout that girl knowing his name. Or showing up in the first 
place." 


“Honestly I don't know why we're still talking about this,” Gally said, sitting down. Newt 
thought he sounded tired, somehow resigned. “It's not like we got a choice.” 


The next moment, Minho came bursting into the Council Hall, causing Gally to jump to his feet 
again. 


“How nice of you to join us,” he said, accusingly crossing his arms over his chest, and as he 
stared at Minho, Newt caught a dark glint in his eyes. “You boys enjoyed your field trip?” 


"What the hell, Gally?" said Minho, menacingly stepping closer to the other boy. Behind him, 
Thomas entered the room, making Newt's heart leap at the sight of him. "You think you can call a 
Keeper Meeting without us?" 


“Last time I checked, the Greenie wasn't a Keeper,” Gally countered, before addressing Thomas 
directly. “You mind waiting outside?” 


“He stays,” Minho said and his tone allowed no argument. Silence descended on the Council 
Hall as everyone looked back and forth between the two of them. Minho and Gally were staring at 
each other, silently wrestling to see who'd give in first. 


"We found something," Thomas mumbled at some point, likely being fed up with that tensed 
silence. 


“You say something, Newbie?” Gally broke Minho's gaze to look at Tommy, incredulous about 
him having dared to speak up. 


Thomas grabbed an undefinable object from Minho's hand that had previously escaped their 
notice, then he stepped closer and held it out for Newt to take. “Here, we found this on our field 
trip .” 


It was a cylindrical thing made of metal with several cables sticking out on one side, cold to the 
touch and covered with an already dried slimy substance. 


“It was inside a Griever,” Thomas confirmed what Newt had already suspected. 
Studying the object closely, he turned it in his hands, running his thumb over an inscription. 


WICIKID 


“These are the same letters we get in our supplies,” he stated in surprise and looked up at 
Thomas, who expectantly returned his gaze. 


“Yeah, whoever put us here obviously made the Grievers!” The obvious excitement in Thomas' 
voice gave Newt a hard time controlling himself and not getting carried away with him. “This is 
the first real clue, the first anything , you've found in over three years. Right, Minho?” 


“Right,” the Korean boy confirmed. 


“Newt, we gotta go back out there,” Thomas continued, voice urgent. “Who knows where this 
might lead us.” 


Newt was silent, contemplating his next words. He'd prefer to discuss all of this with Thomas in 
private; in front of the others he couldn't admit how impressed he was with the boy. With his 
unrelenting drive. His courage. 


He could feel Gally's eyes on him and knew that anything he'd come up with to say at this 
moment would be the wrong thing. If he were to side with Tommy any more, he would ultimately 
lose the backing of the Council. If he didn't, however, he was jeopardizing the trust the Greenie 
was placing in him. He was stuck between what he should be doing and what he wanted to do and 
once again cursed Alby for putting him into this position. 


“You see what he's trying to do, right?” Gally said on the verge of raising his voice. “First he 
breaks our rules, and then he tries to convince us to abandon them totally, what-” he paused, sorting 
himself out before continuing. “The rules are the only thing that have ever held us together. Why 
now are we questioning that? If Alby was here, you know he'd agree with me.” 


It was a nasty move, dragging Alby into this, but Newt knew Gally was right. Alby would 
probably smack Newt's head for letting his emotions guide him instead of reason. 


“This shank needs to be punished.” 


Newt looked appraisingly at Thomas, wondering what was going on in his mind at that moment. 
The other boy met his gaze, as if not caring about anyone catching him openly staring at Newt. 
There was a plea in his eyes that Newt would only be too happy to oblige. And there again was this 
familiarity, a feeling of trust and understanding, and Newt suddenly knew that Thomas sensed it 
too. 


Not taking his eyes off Tommy, Newt handed the Griever's part back to Minho. He had made a 
decision, it was a compromise in Thomas's favor that wouldn't resonate with everyone, but Newt 
wasn't going to argue about it. 


“You're right,” he eventually said, giving Gally credit. “Thomas broke the rules. One night in the 
pit and no food.” 


“Oh, come on, Newt,” Gally said in disbelief. As expected, he wasn't fond of a gracious verdict 
like the one Newt had just uttered. “One night in the pit? Do you think that's gonna stop him from 
going into the Maze?” 


"No," Newt said matter-of-factly. “And we can't have non-Runners running into the Maze 
whenever they feel like it" He paused to give meaning to his next words, as he continued looking 
Thomas in the eyes. "So let's just make it official. Starting from tomorrow, you're a Runner." 


A stunned expression spread across the boy's face, but Newt wasn't granted time to properly 
appreciate it. Of course everyone in the room had an opinion they'd wanted to voice at once, 
making it impossible to understand anything that was said. Newt raised his hand to silence the 
Council. 


"Anybody have any objections?" he asked, glancing around the semicircle of Keepers. Nobody 
spoke up, there were only occasional head-shakes. 


“Wow,” Gally said next to him, his body trembling with rage. “You know what? You should be 
Banished for your embarrassing inability to lead this group.” 


“Gally-” Frypan tried to calm his friend down. 


“No, Fry,” the Builder blocked, pushing the Cook's arm aside, as he continued heading for the 
exit. Frypan sighed, then went after him. 


Newt was glad Gally had someone who cared about him. He just hoped that over time he would 
cool down and come to terms with today's decisions. After all, they had stuck to the rules here. 
Minho had already suggested making Thomas a Runner before, and as the Runner's Keeper, he was 
free to appoint aspirants whether Gally liked it or not. Newt had merely given his approval and no 
one — except Gally himself — had spoken against it. So the matter was settled. 


As the meeting apparently was over, the others rushed outside and since it was time for lunch, 
Newt couldn't really blame them. His own stomach was also demanding food. Thomas, however, 
stayed. 


“Thanks, Newt,” he said, and though they stood several yards apart, Newt felt closer to him than 
ever. Looking at each other, none of the two moved. 


“Hungry, Tommy?” Newt asked as his stomach audibly growled. 
“Not really, no.” 


“Well, I am, ya shank. Let's go and look for some leftovers from lunch. We need to talk.” 


“Somehow I knew you were going to say something like that,” Thomas said, cocking his head. 
Newt only grinned at him. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Chapter 17 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Thomas followed Newt as he hurried out of the Homestead and into the bright light of mid- 
afternoon. Neither boy said a word for a while as they made their way to the kitchen, where they 
got cheese sandwiches and raw vegetables. Most of the other Gladers had already finished their 
meal and only the Keepers remained sitting on the benches in front of Frypan's hut. 


Newt didn't miss the weird looks the cook was giving Thomas — eyes darting away whenever 
Thomas returned the stare — and he wondered if Gally had managed to win Frypan over. It wasn't 
in Frypan's character to take sides though. The boy was a good listener, got along well with 
everyone and was a sought-after mediator in disputes. Newt was probably just reading something 
into this, as the need to protect Tommy became kind of overwhelming at this point. 


The boys decided to take their lunches to eat outside, and a few minutes later they found 
themselves at the west wall near the Deadheads, backs up against a spot of thick ivy. Their position 
gave them a good view of what was going on in the Glade, while being hidden from the eyes of the 
others; which certainly benefited Thomas, given his current situation. 


Newt sighed as he bit into one of the sandwiches with relish. Next to him, Thomas also munched 
happily on the bread, despite having previously claimed that he wasn't hungry. He kept glancing at 
Newt, and he knew the boy was waiting for him to speak. They couldn't put off this conversation 
forever, but Newt still found it difficult to get straight to the point. 


“Here's how it'll play out, Tommy,” he said between bites. “You're with me the rest of today — 
we need to figure things out. Tomorrow, the Slammer. Then you're Minho's, and I want you to stay 
away from the other shanks for a while. Got it?” 


Thomas nodded, swallowing another bite of bread before speaking. “Sounds beautiful. So 
Minho's going to train me?” 


“That's right. You're a Runner now. Minho'll teach ya. The Maze, the Maps, everything. Lots to 
learn. I expect you to work your butt off.” 


"A Runner." Thomas beamed. "I've been waiting for this all my life. Well, as long as I can 
remember anyways." 


"Don't let this go to your head to much, Greenie," Newt said, only being half serious; he wouldn't 
want to mute the look of pure bliss on the boy's face. "You've only been here a week, and being a 
Runner is tough. Believe me, Tommy, I know what I'm talkin' about." 


“Aren't you supposed to quit calling me that?” 


"What, you don't like me callin' you Tommy?" Newt asked, feeling his face heat by virtue of 
being called out like that. 


Thomas laughed, shaking his head. “No, Greenie. I'm not really the newest Newbie any more, 
right? The girl in the coma is. Call her Greenie — my name's Thomas. I don't mind Tommy 


though.” 
"Good that," Newt said, relieved. “Tommy it is then.” 


The boys sat in silence, finishing their lunches, until Newt finally brought himself to address 
what he really wanted to talk about. He turned and looked straight at Thomas. 


“Hey, Tommy,” he began, “I need you to accept something. We've heard it to many times now to 
deny it, and it's time to discuss it.” 


"You're talking about what Gally keeps saying? That he saw me? Listen, I have no idea what-" 


“It's not only about what Gally says,” Newt interrupted. “I honestly don't care what that shank's 
sayin' about ya. I do well to form my own opinions, thank you very much.” He paused, watching 
Winston driving beasts from a pen to the next. Chuck sat on the fence next by, laughing. He was 
probably waiting for the Keeper to finish so he'd get to muck out the stables. “You remember what 
Ben's said, too?” 


“Yeah, he said that I wasn't one of you. And... that I was bad.” A sad expression crossed Thomas' 
face. 


Newt kept staring ahead, unable to look at him. “That's right. Gally and Ben claim they saw you 
in their memories after the Changing — and from what I gather, you weren't plantin' flowers and 
helpin' old ladies cross the street. According to Ben, there's somethin’ rotten enough about ya that 
he saw justification in killin' you. And now this comatose girl shows up, only interruptin' her 
beauty sleep a few seconds to call your bloody name." 


“Newt, I don't know-” Thomas started, but Newt, again, didn't let him finish. 


“I know you don't remember anything, Thomas! Quit sayin’ that — don't ever say it again. None 
of us remember anything, and we're bloody sick of being reminded of it. The point is, there's 
something different about you, and it's time we figure it out.” 


“Fine, so how do we do it?” Thomas shifted closer and was now sitting cross-legged in front of 
Newt, making it impossible for him to avoid his insistent gaze any longer. “I want to know who I 
am just as much as anyone else. Obviously.” 


Did Thomas realize how badly Newt wanted it too? To know who they were... who they had 
been. Newt would give anything just to remember them. Though with every passing minute it 
became harder for him to distinguish whether his buried self was longing for a memory, or if his 
current self was desiring the boy in front of him. Both were the same and yet they overlapped like 
stencils, clouding Newt's thoughts and making him scratch and claw at the walls of his brain, 
constantly searching for the past that remained hidden. Ever since Thomas' arrival in the Glade, 
there was this feeling that he could almost grasp it, as if it were ubiquitous, but then it eluded him 
again, like water running through a sieve. It was maddening. 


So yes, obviously Thomas wanted to know who he was just as much as anyone. But Newt wanted 
it even more. 


“I need you to open your mind,” he said. “Be honest if anything — anything at all — seems 
familiar.” Please tell me it's me, he thought. 


“Nothing-” Thomas started, but stopped. He looked at Newt, mouth slightly open while his eyes 
glazed over. 


“I can see your wheels spinnin',” Newt said, quietly. “Talk.” 


Thomas hesitated. “Well... I can't put my finger on anything specific.” He spoke slowly, 
carefully. “But I did feel like I'd been here before when I first got here.” He looked at Newt. 
“Anyone else go through that?” 

Newt rolled his eyes. “Uh, no, Tommy. Most of us spent a week klunkin' our pants and bowlin' 
our eyes out.” 


“Yeah, well.” Thomas paused, seemingly upset and suddenly looking embarrassed. “It all 
seemed familiar to me, and I knew I wanted to be a Runner.” 


“That's bloody interesting.” Newt examined Thomas for a second. His admission wasn't 
surprising, Chuck had already hinted at something of the sort, but thinking of what Gally was 
accusing Thomas of, Newt couldn't reconcile it with the sight of the boy in front of him. “Well, 
keep lookin’ for it. Strain your mind, spend your free time wanderin' your thoughts, and think about 
this place. Delve inside that brain of yours, and seek it out. Try, for all our sakes.” 


“T will.” Thomas closed his eyes. 


“Not now, you dumb shuck.” Newt laughed. “I just meant do it from now on. Free time, meals, 
goin’ to sleep at night, as you walk around, train, work. Tell me everything that seems even 
remotely familiar. Got it?” 


“Yeah, got it.” 
“Good that,” Newt said. 


After that they fell silent again. However, sharing that silence with Tommy wasn't 
uncomfortable. He'd sat down next to Newt once more, close enough that their shoulders could 
have touched if Newt had just worked up the courage to lean in the other boy's direction a little. 
Whether he'd done it on purpose or not, Newt wished it could stay like this forever. Only Thomas 
and him, hidden from the world, surrounded by soft ivy. 


Not completely hidden though. One of the little metal creatures kept scurrying past them; a 
Beetle Blade with its bright, blinding red light through which the Creators spied on them. But Newt 
couldn't bring himself to care, not when he was so close to Thomas. The only concern finding 
room in his mind at that moment was that the boy would be able to hear his accelerated heartbeat. 


They sat for a long time, each lost in their own thoughts, until the roar of the Doors closing 
startled them. Was it really that late already? 


Newt stretched, moving to get up, but Thomas grabbed his arm, holding him down. A request 
Newt was only too willing to follow. 


"Can we just... stay here a little longer?" He didn't look at Newt, as his whole body tensed. "I 
mean, of course you can go if you want. You must have more important things to do than putting 
up with me. I just thought... since you said to spend the rest of the day with you and... I'm not ready 
to face the others yet, but-" 


"You're rambling, Tommy," Newt said, with a sympathetic smile. 
“Sorry.” 


"It's okay. We can stay here a little longer." Newt cleared his throat. "I'd rather put up with you 
than that bunch out there." 


It was indeed a miracle that the others hadn't asked for him yet. Usually someone always wanted 
something, and since Newt had taken Alby's position, he hadn't had as much quiet time as he had 
that afternoon. Intending to push his luck to the last bit if it meant more time he could spend alone 
with Tommy, he leaned his head back against the wall, closing his eyes. A leaf of ivy tickled his 
cheek as he inhaled the plants barely perceptible, slightly bitter scent. He hadn't been aware that it 
had a scent, but when he now took the leaf between his fingers and rubbed it lightly, it even 
intensified. 


Thomas carefully took the leaf from his hand, looking at it thoughtfully while Newt looked at 
him. 


"It's actually real," he said, turning it back and forth, holding it up to the sun, revealing the 
delicate skeleton within. "And still somehow unreal. All of this.” 


"Bloody comfortin' to think it ain't real, isn't it?" 


"Yeah. It is though." Thomas ran his fingertips over the leafs grain; such a gentle gesture that it 
warmed Newt's heart. And once again, he was filled with conviction of Thomas' utter goodness. He 
knew it was just a feeling, a hunch, but to him Thomas meant nothing but hope. He was the one 
who'd brought purpose and meaning back into his life. Without him, Newt didn't know what he 
might have done, now that Alby wasn't around busying him with chores, to keep his gloomy 
thoughts in check. 


"The Maze is real. The Grievers are real. People are dying for real, yet it feels like we're living in 
some kind of simulation." He paused, his brow furrowing slightly as his gaze met Newt's. "I have 
no idea where that suddenly came from. But I think it's one of the thoughts I should share with you, 
one of the ones you meant when you said to tell you everything that comes to my mind.” 


"A simulation you say?" 


Thomas nodded slowly. "But maybe it's just my brain coping. Looking for explanations where 
there should be some." 


"I wouldn't get the point of that simulation, but I kinda like that theory better than the one where 
we're all bloody murderers and felons, whereas the Maze's our prison." 


"No worries, you don't look capable of killing anyone." Thomas laughed. Little did he know how 
close he was to the truth. Newt was, indeed, not capable of killing anyone. Involuntarily he groped 


for his right ankle and Thomas noticed that the mood was about to shift. 


"Sorry what I meant wasn't- of course you look capable- it's just... you're not exactly giving off 
murderer vibes, that's what I wanted to say." 


“Thanks, Tommy,” said Newt, forcing a smile. "That's so bloody nice of you." 


"Oh shut up. Better tell me what Z look like, I have absolutely no idea as there isn't a damn mirror 
in the entire Glade." 


"And that's a bloody good thing too," Newt chuckled. "Most of 'em shanks would run away 
screamin’ if they ever saw their own face in a mirror." 


"That bad?" 


"Nah, you're fine,” said Newt, faking indifference. "You're 'round five foot nine, brown hair, 
brown eyes. If you were a girl one could even call ya pretty.” 


"Can't boys be pretty too?" Thomas pouted and the sight made Newt feel all sorts of things, 
while the sun disappeared behind the high walls, leaving them in the gray twilight of the 
approaching night. 


"I guess." Newt shrugged, turning away to hide his embarrassment, glad about the fading light 
concealing the flush on his cheeks. He would have liked to simply ask Tommy if he really thought 
about boys being pretty or if the statement was no more than a matter of principle. 'Cause yeah, 
boys could be pretty — Thomas being the living proof of that, sitting just inches from him — but that 
didn't mean you fell in love with them. And just because Thomas could admit that other boys were 
attractive didn't mean he was attracted to them the way Newt was attracted to him. 


How would he react if Newt would come out to him now? 


He wouldn't know at all how to do it. He'd never felt the need to bring that part of himself out 
there before. It just had never mattered. And while Newt was sure that Alby knew, they'd never 
discussed it. 


Hey Tommy, while we're on the subject of boys bein' pretty, I'm gay by the way. Actually, quite 
gay for you especially. Newt cringed at himself. No, he couldn't possibly say it. 


But every further thought in this direction was spared when Thomas's head dropped onto his 
shoulder the next moment, bringing Newt's mind to a halt. The boy yawned, obviously unaware of 
how their sudden proximity was affecting Newt. He held his breath, stiffening as his heart beat so 
fast it threatened to burst out of his chest. Maybe I don't have to come out after all, he thought as 
his own body was already giving him away. And if Thomas hadn't been so bloody oblivious, he 
might have even caught onto it. 


“Newt?” he said after an unbearable amount of time, voice hoarsely as if already on the verge of 
sleep. “You think we could have known each other?” 


Newt said nothing. He couldn't, no matter how hard he tried, the lump in his throat prevented 
him from forming words. 


“You know. Before.” 
“Yes,” Newt finally managed to breathe out. 
"Yeah, me too." Again minutes passed in silence and Newt almost thought Thomas had actually 


fallen asleep on him, when the boy spoke again. “You might be the only person on this entire 
planet that I actually like.” 


He'd been slurring, so it took Newt a moment for the meaning of his words to sink in. 


“I mean, I could probably like Minho, too,” Thomas continued, “but with him I never know if 
he's serious or joking. Or if he even likes me in the first place.” The weariness in his voice 
suddenly had an anxious undertone. “You do like me back, do you?” 


“Yeah, I do like ya back ya shank.” 


Thomas contentedly hummed at this, and as his breathing evened out and as he drifted further 
and further into the unconsciousness of sleep, Newt was wide awake. 


Chapter End Notes 


- Thomas couldn't stifle his worry about what Newt was thinking. He'd opened himself 
up, and he really liked Newt. If Newt turned on him now, Thomas didn't know if he 
could handle it. - 
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Chapter 18 
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See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Only after the sun had completely disappeared and the cooler night air was creeping upon them 
had Newt dared to move. He'd tried to shake Thomas awake gently, but his efforts had been 
without success. Thomas had merely mumbled something in his sleep and then turned away, 
freeing Newt's shoulder doing so and giving him a chance to get up. Thomas still didn't open his 
eyes. 


Since it was impossible to wake him, Newt had slipped unnoticed to the boy's hammock to get 
him a blanket, which he now spread out over Thomas, careful not to disturb him. Newt paused, 
taking a moment to look at the sleeping figure. 


He seemed paler at night, his dark moles standing out against his fair skin, as his long eyelashes 
cast shadows across his face. It would be so easy to reach out and trace Thomas's features with his 
fingers, and it took Newt some self-control not to do so. 


He would have liked to sit down next to Thomas again, fall asleep next to him and wake up next 
to him in the morning too. Newt was fond of the idea, but didn't trust himself, so he stumbled 
backwards, putting some distance between them and took a deep breath. His desire frightened him; 
he'd never felt such a strong emotion before. Something even stronger than the bad thoughts that 
usually dominated all of his being. 


"Sleep well, Tommy," he said before rising and stepping out from between the trees. He hoped to 
be able to again pass the others unobtrusively and retire to his room without having to talk to 
anyone, but didn't get far before Chuck caught him. 


"Hey, Newt! Have you seen Thomas?" the boy babbled right away. "I haven't seen him all day 
and his blanket is gone too." 


"Don't worry, Chuckie. Thomas's fine," Newt said to calm the boy down. "He's right over there 
sleepin'." 


"Why would he sleep in the Deadheads?" Chuck asked, proceeding to walk in the direction of the 
accumulation of trees. Newt grabbed him by his collar to stop him. 


"You'll stay here and you let Tommy sleep well, understood?" 


"Wanna make sure he's in one piece,” Chuck sheepishly replied. “Gally didn't do anything to 
him?" 


“I just told ya, he's fine.” Newt let go of Chuck's shirt. "He's had a demandin' day, actually a few 
strenuous days now. Let him sleep." 


"All by himself?" 
"You lookin' for a cuddle?" 


Chuck's face turned a fiery red color and his tousled curls danced around his face as he shook his 
head. "No-" 


"Slim yourself, Chuckie. I'm just teasin'." Newt patted the younger boy's shoulder, then raised an 
eyebrow. "Did you hear the news already? Our Tommy's got promoted a Runner.” 


"Really? That's great!" said Chuck, before giving it a second thought and adding, "It is, isn't it?" 


"Yeah, it is," Newt confirmed, somehow touched by the genuine happiness on the boy's face. 
"Hey Chuck, what would ya think of a promotion yourself?" 


The former happy expression now varied somewhere between confusion and fear. "Me? A 
Runner?" 


"No! No, no, no, that's not what I meant, I was thinking more of somethin' like a kitchen hand. 
Frypan could certainly use a little more help with cooking and stuff. What do you say?" 


Chuck stared at Newt wide-eyed, stunned. "Do you really mean that?" 


"Course I do," said Newt, grinning down at Chuck, who couldn't believe his days as a Slopper 
should be over soon. "Well, I need to discuss this with Frypan first, but I don't think he'll object, 
after all, you're already spendin’ most of ya free-time in his kitchen." 


"Mostly to eat though," Chuck admitted, the tips of his ears reddening again. 
"That'll have to change. But first go to sleep, it's late. We'll talk more ‘bout it in the morning." 
"Good that," Chuck said, starting to walk toward his hammock. 


"TI see ya tomorrow, Chuckie." Newt looked after him and smiled when he noticed the little 
jump of joy Chuck made when he thought himself out of sight. 


Inside the Homestead, all the lights were already out and Newt crept cautiously past the Gladers 
who were trying to find their night's rest there. However, the creaking of the stairs could not be 
avoided. He briefly paused, listening for noises, but the loudest next to his footsteps was Alby's 
snoring coming from up the stairs. As he passed his friend's room, he caught a glimpse of the 
figure in the sick bed. He was better, still bound, but now he was sleeping peacefully and the black 
veins on his dark skin had recently begun to recede. However, based on experience, it would still 
be a few days before he'd wake up again. How long it would take him to recover afterwards — if 
he'd recover — remained to be seen. 


Further down the hall the girl was still in a coma, her door was closed and Clint had taken up 
position in front of it. As Newt passed him, he nodded casually, which Clint acknowledged with a 
yawn. 


When he reached his own room and opened the door, he stopped dead in his tracks. There was 
someone inside, sitting on his bed like he's been waiting for him. 


"Hey Shuck-face," a familiar voice greeted him, and though he couldn't see his face in the 
darkness of the room, Newt relaxed. It was just Minho, “where've you been? Were Thomas and 
you swallowed by the ground or something? I've been looking for you everywhere." 


“Obviously you didn't look everywhere then,” Newt stepped into the small room and closed the 
door behind him. Gone were his plans to end the day unbothered. But Minho's company was the 
only one he'd gladly endure. “We were just by the west wall, Tommy was hidin' and I kept him 
company,” he clarified while settling on the bed next to Minho. Up close, he saw that the Runner 
was holding the cylindrical part of the Griever. Probably that's what he wanted to talk to him about. 


Minho raised an eyebrow and Newt was expecting some comment about him and Thomas hiding 
in the Deadheads together all afternoon, but none came. Instead, Minho just sighed. 


"Good thing, too,” he said. "You won't find another topic of conversation in the entire Glade 
besides Thomas and that girl. And most don't have anything nice to say. Maybe he should hold 
back a little for now." 


"He'll spend all of tomorrow in the Slammer, so he shouldn't be able to do anything that's 
upsetting the others even more." Newt shrugged, knowing he couldn't separate Thomas forever, 
sooner or later he would have to face those talking behind his back. 


"I'm not worried about the others, it's Gally we should keep an eye on. He's acting like he owns 
the place again and I can't stand it." 


"I know you don't like him much, but he's second in command now, so he's-" 


"He's what?" Minho replied, aghast. "When the hell was that decided, I don't remember a shuck 
vote on that?" 


"This afternoon while you and Tommy were out at the Maze, it was unanimous." 

"What?" Minho repeated, jumping up. "Am I a joke to you? I'm a Keeper, too, the shucking 
Council can't just vote without me! Did you agree to that? And who's put that shank up for election 
in the first place?" 

"I abstained," Newt tried to placate Minho, consciously omitting that Gally's nomination had 
somehow come through him, "and I bloody knew you wouldn't like it. But now it's like this, deal 
with it and try not makin’ a scene." 

"Oh, you can bet on me making a scene. I'm going to make life hell for that ugly Shank." 


"Minho," Newt admonished, rolling his eyes as the other started pacing up and down. 


"Don't Minho me, things are getting out of hand here anyway, and you seriously expect me to 
accept that Gally can now officially boss me around? If he tries-” 


"Have I told ya that he actually said somethin’ nice 'bout ya recently?" Newt interrupted Minho's 
rant. 


"I can hardly imagine that Shuck-face having a single kind thought left for me,” Minho 
derogatory replied, crossing his arms in front of his chest, exposing his prominent biceps. 


"TI admit, he thought you were dead at the time, but he told Tommy — and I quote — that you're 
too smart to get lost in the Maze and that, if ya don't get back before the Doors close that can only 
mean you're dead." 


"How flattering,” Minho said with bitterness. 


"Come on, it was the bloody nicest thing he's ever said 'bout you, and'll probably be the only 
friendly thing you ever get to hear related to your name, comin’ out of that buggin' mouth of his." 


Minho made a noise that was neither approval nor negation and flopped back onto the bed. The 
dislike between him and Gally wasn't new, and not only since Gally had gone through the 
Changing. Newt couldn't remember where it had originated, but things had always been 
complicated with those two. Maybe it was just because they were both hotheaded and easily 
provoked. They were particularly good at doing that to each other. 


The Runner sat and stared at the cylinder in his hands. Newt watched him scrape some of the 
crust with his fingernail, unsure of Minho being aware of what he was doing, or if he was just 
busying his hands while he kept silently grumbling about Gally's new position. 


"What's this?" Newt asked after a few moments, pointing at the thing. "Can it do anything?" 


"Got no idea. It beeped when it was still inside the dead Griever, now there's only that one 
number light up on the display." 


He handed it over and Newt frowned at the screen which showed the number 7. Minho watched 
him as he examined the cylinder. 


"I don't think that's going to help us much, but once Thomas is ready we'll try to figure out what 
that is all about," he said and the hope that lay in his words filled Newt with confidence. 


"You're countin' on him to finally get us out of here." 


"You do too," Minho stated with a seriousness Newt wasn't used to hear from his friend. "Don't 
you?" 


"I do," Newt said, voice firm. "But I can't bloody take another failed attempt. So I'm tryin’ not to 
get my hopes up too high," he then admitted. 


Minho looked at him and Newt saw understanding in his eyes. "We haven't had time to talk 
about what happened that night," he said with his deep voice. "You like me to catch you up now?" 


Newt nodded slowly, knowing that what Minho had experienced in the Maze must have been 
traumatic. He couldn't imagine what it must have been like to spend a night outside the Doors, but 
he wanted to know. He should have already asked. Should have talked with Minho and Tommy 
like his position as appointed leader would have required. But not only as a leader, but above all as 
their friend, he should have spoken to both boys right away. Bloody hell, he'd spent the whole 
afternoon with Tommy and not for once had it occurred to him to ask him about his night in the 
Maze. 


“T've never seen anything like it,” Minho began, and Newt turned his full attention to him, for 
now putting aside the reproaches he made himself. “Thomas didn't panic. He didn't whine and cry, 


never seemed scared. Dude, he'd been here for just a few days. Think about what we were all like 
in the beginning. Huddling in corners, disoriented, crying every hour, not trusting anybody, 
refusing to do anything. We were all like that, for weeks or months, till we had no choice but to 
shuck it and live.” 


Minho paused and Newt knew exactly were his mind was wandering off to. They'd both been 
among the first thirty boys sent to the Glade, they'd both gone through what Minho had just 
described and they'd both seen every single Greenie who's come after them go through exactly that. 


“Just a few days after he shows up, he steps out in the Maze to save two shanks he hardly knows. 
Plenty of people had told him what it's like in the Maze, especially at night. And he still stepped 
out there, just as the Door was closing, only caring that two people needed help. I couldn't believe 
it when he joined us out there, you know what I said to him that moment? I told him he did a good 
job in killing himself," Minho laughed, but then suddenly stopped. "Sorry, that's not- I didn't mean 
to say that you-" 


"Bloody hell," Newt groaned, "would you slim yourself, shank? We both know what you're 
sayin’. Go on." 


Minho's crooked grin returned, but it didn't reach his eyes. “There was a thick silence following 
the thunderous rumble of the Door closing and I remember thinking that the mammoth walls 
looked like enormous tombstones in a weed-infested cemetery for giants. The sky seemed so dark 
above us, as if even the sun had been frightened away.” 


The imagery sent a shiver down Newt's spine. He knew what it was like out there in the Maze. In 
broad daylight the scenery already seemed threatening, in the twilight this would only intensify. 


“I gave up on Alby,” Minho continued, speaking more quietly than before, keeping his eyes cast 
down. “I've never been this scared before, dude. Not like this. And Thomas saw it, the shank saw 
me at my weakest moment, but I didn't care because I thought we were going to die anyway. He 
saw me giving up on Alby, leave him for dead. And I was the veteran — the one with all the 
experience and knowledge. So when Thomas saw me giving up, he shouldn't have questioned it. 
But he did. And when I fled, he stayed behind, making sure Alby was safe, that he too had a 
chance to survive the night.” 


It was obvious that Minho was ashamed of this, just as obvious as the unequivocal admiration he 
had for Thomas' actions. Newt wanted to tell Minho that he had nothing to be ashamed of, that 
nobody blamed him, and that Tommy had more luck than sense that night, but he didn't want to 
interrupt his friend, so he kept those thoughts to himself. There was also no question that Newt was 
willing to put Tommy on a pedestal, and he found it kind of relieving to hear someone else speak 
positively about the boy for once. A pleasant change to the accusations and conspiracy theories 
that were usually voiced in the same breath as Tommy's name. Minho and Newt were on the same 
page, and that felt good. 


“Think about that willpower and strength it took him to push Alby up that wall, centimeter by 
centimeter. It's psycho. It's freaking crazy. But that wasn't it. Then the Grievers came. I told 
Thomas we had to split up and I started the practiced evasive maneuvers, running in the patterns. 
Thomas didn't listen though. He took control of the situation, stayed with Alby and defied all laws 
of physics and gravity to get him up onto that wall, diverted the Grievers away from him- shuck, 
I've been here three years, and I've never seen anything like it.” 


Even though they both knew that most of his narration had gone unspoken, Minho fell silent. 


Newt wouldn't press him to continue, wouldn't ask him to describe the horror he must have felt in 
the face of the Grievers. When Minho was ready, he would tell, and if not, that was fine too. 


"Have you checked on him?" Newt asked. “Alby?” 


"Yeah, several times. Though that shuck-face Jeff wouldn't let me up since they put the girl 
down the hall, snuck past them earlier when Clint took his shift and then hid in your room to wait 
for you ." 


Newt raised an eyebrow and looked questioningly at Minho. 


"What? I couldn't find you anywhere, but I knew you'd show up here eventually,” said Minho, 
raising his hands in defense. “Had I known you and Thomas were hanging in the Deadheads, I'd 
happily have honored you with my presence there, instead I got to deal with those shuck perverts all 
afternoon." 


Newt frowned at that. "What are you sayin'?" 


"It's like I said,” Minho shrugged, “there's much talk about Thomas and the girl. And while some 
of them shanks need to wash their mouths, I can't deny that I'm curious about her too.” 


Newt couldn't exactly blame a bunch of teenage boys for causing such a stir when a girl showed 
up after three years they'd only been among themselves. However, he couldn't approve of it either, 
and he really hoped that Minho would keep his hormones at bay. Although there were definitely 
boys who worried him a lot more. 


“You saw her up close, right? She hot?” 
Newt blinked in irritation, unsure if he heard that correctly. "Uh... I guess?" 


Minho leaned back and let his head sink against the wall, eyes closed. “Yeah, you guess. If you 
got a thing for chicks in comas, right?” He sniggered. 


“Right.” Staring at his friend, Newt was having the hardest time figuring out how their 
conversation had taken this direction. After a long pause, he decided to take a chance. "I don't, 
though," he said, voice firm as his heartbeat quickened. 


"No, course not. You're one of the decent guys, aren't you Newt?" 


"Yeah... no, what I meant is- I don't have a thing for girls. Like, at all." 


Newt stared at his hands folded in his lap — so clenched that the whites of his knuckles stood out 
— while waiting for Minho to say something. 
He'd always known. Regardless of the memories stolen from him, that part of his personality was 
rooted deeply, to deep for the Creators to take it away from him. So far it had not bothered him to 
much, but with Thomas' appearance in the Glade something had changed. He wouldn't be able to 
hide his obvious attraction to the boy any longer anyway, and every other word exchanged with 
Minho regarding girls would feel like a lie. And Minho deserved the truth. Or maybe Newt was 
just tired of pretending. 


"Alby figured," he said, thinking back to the awkward conversation they'd had in the bathroom. It 
had been less than a week, but it felt like another life to Newt. 


"Of course he did, it's Alby.” Newt looked up and realized that Minho was still keeping his eyes 
closed. If Newt's confession surprised him he didn't let it show. 


“T never thought of the possibility of liking boys. It's cool though. And you pretty sure can't be 
the only one.” 


“Huh?” 


“Come to think of it, statistically it's now a lot more likely for you to get laid than it is for me. 
Which is pretty impressive, considering my good looks.” 


Finally opening his eyes, the Asian smirked at Newt, who threw a pillow aimed at Minho's face, 
which he casually brushed aside. Minho laughed. 


"Dude, what was that for?" 
"If you have to ask, then I can't bloody help ya anymore." 


"All I said is you have a lot more choices of potential partners than I do, given that there's like 50 
guys but only one girl. And she's still in a coma, which isn't exactly a turn on." 


"Can ya hand me the pillow?” Newt groaned. “I'd like to throw it again." 


"No, I don't think so," Minho said, patting the pillow before putting it on the bed and preparing to 
rest his head on it. 


"What're you doin'?" 
“It's late, I need my rest." 


"Then ya should probably head to your own bed, shuck-face. I'm not bloody carryin' you, if ya 
fall asleep here I'll just push you onto the floor.” 


"Where's the problem, the bed fits us both fine," Minho mumbled into the pillow, patting the 
mattress next to him. 


"Maybe, but I'm reluctant to share." 


Minho stretched and demonstratively sprawled on the sheet. "I'm shocked that you're trying to 
push me off, dude. Am I not your type?" he then asked, faking dismay. 


"Believe it or not, I've never thought of you that way before.” 
"Shocking. Again." 


Minho leaned up, his otherwise perfectly fitting hair was a bit tousled and a strand fell on his 
forehead. Of course, Newt was aware of how attractive his friend actually was, that didn't change 
the fact that his feelings for him were nothing but friendly. Minho was his family, he loved him, 
but the thought of kissing him was as alien to him as spending the night with a Griever. 


"Anybody else got your heart pumping, Newtie?" he raised an eyebrow, which made him look 
bold, and that's probably how he felt at the moment. "Is it Alby?" 


"No,” Newt frowned, “and what is it with you guys assumin' I've got a bloody thing for one of 
you. Alby accused me of the same the other day, thought it was you I was crushing on, and I can 
only repeat what I've told him, gross!" 


Minho just sniggered again. "As long as it's not Gally," he then said, "It's not Gally, is it?" 


Newt rolled his eyes. "If I didn't know better, I'd almost assume you two have something goin’ 
on, hence the constant bickering," he teased, knowing it would irritate Minho enough to finally 
trop the topic. And he did, but the look he gave Newt said he wasn't done with him yet. 


For a moment it seemed like he was going to say something else, then he got up. "I should really 
get some rest, the Maze doesn't run itself and I can't shake the feeling that the coming days are 
going to be even harder than those laying behind." 


"I wish I could say otherwise, but unfortunately that's what I'm thinking too." 


"You think Alby would mind if I took up his bed once more?" 
"He isn't exactly goin' to complain, is he?" 


"True that," Minho replied with a yawn, then headed for the door. His hand on the handle, he 
paused again. "I'm really glad you told me, Newt. I hope you know I don't see you any differently 
now than before. I love you, dude." 


Then he stepped out into the hallway, leaving Newt staring after him. He wasn't surprised that 
Minho thought that way. He'd already proven many times what a good friend he was and how 
much Newt meant to him — not just since the incident — but wearing his emotions on his sleeve was 
unusual. Not just for Minho, but for everyone here who'd learned that feelings were a weakness 
one couldn't allow yourself living in the Glade. 


Shortly thereafter, he heard the noises coming from behind the wall that separated his and Alby's 
room. Minho was making himself comfortable and soon started to softly snore. 


Newt lay awake, his mind on Tommy again. To himself, his own attraction for the boy was so 
obvious that he couldn't believe Minho hadn't noticed. Maybe that was a good thing, though. It 


didn't take much imagination to think of how Minho would tease him about it. Tommy probably 
wouldn't be spared Minho's comments either. Better to keep it to himself for now. 
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When Newt entered Frypan's hut the next morning, Chuck and Tommy were already there, 
sitting at a big table inside. As he grabbed a quick breakfast, he looked over at the two boys who 
were deep in conversation and hadn't noticed him yet. 


"That first night, when you were bragging about being a Runner and all that klunk, —shuck it, I 
was laughing inside so hard. I kept telling myself, this sucker's in for a rude awakening,“ Chuck 
just said, chewing at some bacon, “Well, you proved me wrong, huh?” 


“I just did what everyone else would've done. It's not my fault Minho and Newt want me to be a 
Runner.” 


"Yeah, right. Quit being modest." 


Thomas bit his lower lip and examined the slice of bread in his hands. "I guess I'm a little 
excited." 


“We'll see how you feel after running your guts out. Anyway, as long as you know I'm proud of 
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you. 


Tommy smiled at Chuck's enthusiasm and the sight made Newt feel all warm inside. Without 
realizing it, a grin had spread on his own face, and when the other boy looked up and their eyes 
met, Tommy's smile even seemed to grow. 


"Mornin'," Newt said, approaching the pair and settling into the chair next to Thomas. 
"Hi Newt, slept well?" the boy greeted him. 


"Probably better than you did, shank," Newt replied, eyeing Tommy who actually looked very 
rested for someone who had spent the night outside against a bloody wall. 


"I'm good, uhm, thanks for letting me sleep. And for the blankets. That was- eh, very kind of 
you." 


"Sure." Newt looked down, hoping Thomas wouldn't notice the blush that inevitably rose on his 
cheeks. He felt like a bloody teenager, which, well, he sort of was, only the circumstances in which 
they lived in made him forget that all too easily. 


Newt went about his breakfast, but no sooner had he generously buttered his bread than the hut's 


door opened and Minho entered; Gally close behind, the tension between the two of them almost 
palpable. 


"No, Minho! I said we'll do it right now!" 
"And I said, I shall have breakfast first." 


"If you wanna have breakfast, you might want to get up earlier, Slinthead. Some of us actually 
do-" 


Minho had stopped so abruptly that Gally ran into him. He flailed his arms to regain his balance 
and backed up a few steps when Minho turned on him and jabbed his finger in his chest. 


"Shut it, shank. You better think carefully about what you say next, remember that it is you who 
wants something from me, not the other way around." 


"It's not that I want anything, but I'm entitled to get that information." 
"You're entitled to suck my dick, now fuck off." 


Gally's head turned crimson and Newt wasn't sure whether it was with anger or shame. Whatever 
it was, it couldn't mean anything good. Minho turned to get breakfast and Gally snapped. 


"Listen here, Shank," the boy visibly fumed. "I'm so sick of your shuck attitude, big mad Minho, 
who's above things, who thinks he's better just because he's a shuck Runner. Come down, you're 
not worth any more than those other shanks around. Perhaps even less, considering how little your 
Runners are of actual use." 


"Oh, no," Newt said under his breath, preparing to intervene if necessary. Gally had crossed a 
line and Newt knew Minho too well; it was unlike that he'd put up with a humiliation of such. 


“Gally,” Minho began in a calm voice, even more menacing than if he would have screamed, 
“you're nothing but a sissy who has never, not once, asked to be a Runner or tried out for it. You 
don't have the right to talk about things you don't understand. So shut your mouth.” 


Gally took a step closer. He was a little taller than Minho, but the Korean boy clearly wasn't 
intimidated by that; arms folded across his chest, he defied Gally's attempt to put him in his place. 


“Say one more thing like that and I'll break your shuck neck, right here in front of everybody.” 


Minho laughed, then raised the palm of his hand and shoved Gally in the face. Newt half stood 
as he watched the boy crash down into a chair behind him, tipping it over backwards, cracking it in 
two pieces. Gally sprawled across the floor, then scrambled to stand up, struggling to get his hands 
and feet under him. Minho stepped closer and stomped the bottom of his foot down on Gally's 
back, driving his body flat to the ground. 


“I swear, Gally,” Minho said with a sneer, “don't ever threaten me again. Don't ever speak to me 
again. Ever. If you do, I'll break your shuck neck, right after I'm done with your arms and legs.” 


Newt saw fit to intervene now. He didn't trust either of them to act on their threats, but with Gally 
and Minho you never really knew. Winston, who had been watching the scene from across the 
room, must have thought the same; he reached the two brawlers at the same time as Newt did; 
together they grabbed Minho and pulled him away from Gally, who jumped up, his face a ruddied 
mask of rage. But he made no move towards Minho, he just stood there with his chest out, heaving 
ragged breaths. 


Finally he backed towards the door, reached behind him to grab the handle. His eyes darted 
around the room, lit with a burning hatred and Newt felt that Minho had gone too far this time. 


“You shouldn't have done that, Minho. You should not have done that,” Gally said, spitting on 
the floor. His maniacal gaze shifted to Newt. “I know you hate me, that you've always hated me. 
And I still think you should be Banished. You're shameful as a leader and everyone who stands by 
you is no better. Things are going to change. This I promise." 


Newt's heart sank. But it wasn't Gally's words that hurt him most, it was the fact that Gally was 
actually convinced that Newt hated him. They might never have been best friends, but Newt still 
considered Gally family. A brother one might not always agree with, but who could be counted on 
when it truly mattered. And yet, at this point Newt wasn't sure if Gally would agree on that. He 
hardly recognized the boy, so deep and wide was the chasm that the Changing had cut between 
them. 


Gally yanked the door open and stepped out into the sunlight, but before anyone could react, he 
popped his head back in the hut. “And you,” he said, glaring at Thomas, “the Greenbean who 
thinks he's friggin' God. Don't forget I've seen you before — I've been through the Changing.” 


He paused, looking at each person in the room. When his malicious stare fell back on Thomas, he 
had one last thing to say. “Whatever you came here for — I swear on my life I'm gonna stop it. Kill 
you if I have to.” 


Then he turned and left the hut, slamming the door behind him. 


Everyone stood or sat in silence, seemingly shocked at what they'd just witnessed. Newt and 
Winston let go of Minho; all three of them sullenly looking around the room. 


“He's finally whacked for good,” Minho said, almost in a whisper. Newt couldn't tell if he'd 
meant for others to hear him. 


“Well, you're not the bloody saint in the room,” he said. “What were you thinking ? That was a 
little overboard, don't ya think?” 


Minho squinted up his eyes and pulled his head back, as if he were baffled by Newt's question. 
“Dude, he threatened to break my neck and kill Thomas! The guy is mentally whacked, and you 
better send someone right now to throw him in the Slammer. He's dangerous.” 


"Maybe he had a good point," Winston chipped in before Newt could reply. He wouldn't have 
known what to say either, since neutrality was probably expected of him as a leader, even if he 
actually agreed with Minho. 


“What?” Minho asked, glaring at Winston. 


Winston looked surprised at the acknowledgement that he'd said anything. “Well... he has been 
through the Changing — meaning, he has memories, and he said the Greenie looks familiar. Why 
would he make that up?” 


Neither Newt nor Minho had an answer to that, they just stood there and stared at Winston. Newt 
then glanced over at Thomas, but the boy kept his eyes down, giving Newt no indication of what 
was on his mind. 


“Winston, did you see what just happened?” Frypan asked, looking incredulous. "Gally's gone 
psycho. You can't put too much stock in his rambling nonsense. What, you think Thomas here is a 
Griever in disguise?" 


"I thought he was your friend?" replied Winston, a little unsure. 


"He is," Frypan said with a shrug, "doesn't change the fact that he's freaking out a bit lately. First 
the Changing, then Ben- I think he'll get his act together sooner or later though." 


"I'm guessing later," Minho murmured, finally getting his hands on some breakfast. 


"Maybe someone should go check on him and make sure bugger's not doin' anything he'll bloody 
regret later." Newt looked at Winston, who gave a curt nod and then went after Gally. 


Minho sat down at the table with Chuck and Thomas, and Newt also returned to his seat. "What 
was this actually about?" he asked as he picked up his almost forgotten slice of buttered bread. 


"He wanted me to show him the map room, more specifically the maps," Minho said, giving 
Newt a meaningful look. "Which I think is a really bad idea, by the way.” 


"Bloody hell, Minho," Newt cursed, rolling his eyes. "You could have just shown him the shuck 
maps and spare us all the drama." 


"I could have done that, but I didn't feel like it." A moment later he added, “I'm not even sure if 
that git would be able to read the maps at all." 


"Gally may be a little wacky, but he's not stupid, Minho," Frypan said as he placed a large glass 
with greenish contents on the table in front of the Korean. Newt shuddered, remembering that 
drink's flavour; it was one of the things he definitely didn't miss about being a Runner. Minho eyed 
the glass with similar disgust, pinched his nose, and drained it in one gulp. 


"I don't know, Fry," he said as he handed the empty glass back to the cook. "I'd call it stupid to 
go around threatening to kill people." 


"He doesn't mean it like that, does he?" Chuck asked a little sheepishly. 


Minho shrugged. "Hard to say, but we'll make sure nobody harms our precious Greenie here," he 
reassured the younger boy and leaned across the table to ruffle Thomas' hair. 


“All I want is one normal day — one day to relax,” Thomas mused, deflecting Minho's hand. 


“Then your bloody wish is granted,” said Newt. “Come on, ya buggin' jailbird. You can take it 
easy while you're hangin’ in the Slammer. Let's go.” 


Thomas nodded as he picked up his plate and took it to the counter. They then headed out the 
door, Newt leading the way. 


The Slammer stood in an obscure place between the Homestead and the north Glade wall, hidden 
behind thorny, ragged bushes that looked like they hadn't been trimmed in ages — and not only did 
they look like it, Newt knew for fact that in all their years here they hadn't. Set into the ground 
were several big blocks of roughly cut concrete whose openings were provided with wooden 
lattices that were each locked with a menacing rusty metal latch. At the moment they were all 
empty. 


Newt took out a key and opened one of them, motioning for Thomas to enter. “There's only a 
chair in there and nothin’ at all for ya to do. Enjoy yourself.” 


Thomas groaned as he stepped inside. He inspected that ugly, rickety chair with one leg 
obviously shorter than the rest. 


“Not even a cushion?” 


“Have fun,” Newt said before swinging the grid shut. The latch closed and the lock clicked. 
Newt crouched in front of it, looking through the bars down at Tommy, a smirk on his face. He 
wouldn't say it out loud, but he was glad Thomas would spend the day at the Slammer. In there 
he'd be somewhat safe from Gally's temper. “Nice reward for breakin' the rules. You saved some 
lives, Tommy, but ya still need to learn-” 


“Yeah, I know. Order .” 


Newt wasn't able to stop smiling, not as long as he'd be blessed with the sight of Tommy glancing 
up at him; half pouting, half amused, completely unaware of how handsome he looked at that 
moment. It was ridiculous; how was Tommy able to draw a spell on him so easily, leaving him 
completely disarmed by just looking at him? Making him forget all the things that had worried him 
merely minutes ago? 


“You're not half bad, shank,” he said, “but friends or no, gotta run things properly, keep us 
buggers alive. Think about that while ya sit here and stare at the bloody walls.” 


Then he turned to go, but didn't even get up before Thomas reached for his wrist through the 
bars. 


"Are you just going to leave me here alone like this?" he asked, looking at Newt with those eyes 
that made it incredibly difficult for him to pull away. "I can already feel boredom creep up at me. 
You've no idea-" 


"That's kind of the bloody point of it all," Newt smirked. "Didn't you wish for a day to relax, 
Tommy?" 


"Yes, but not like this." Thomas let go of Newt's wrist and the warmth that touch had previously 
caused disappeared so quickly, it left Newt shivering. "I mean- I realize I deserve this, sort of... But 
would it be against any of your rules if you kept me company, at least for a while?” 


"I guess not, but I'm also not sure if ya deserve my company," Newt teased. 


"Yesterday I was still good enough for you, what has changed?" For a moment he wasn't sure if 
the hurt in Tommy's voice was real or if he was just faking it, but then Newt caught the 
mischievous glimpse in his eyes and shook his head. The boy's playful mood made him feel bold 
himself. 


"I don't know, Tommy. You tell me, has anythin’ changed?" 


"Well, you seem a lot more loosened up. And somehow happier," Thomas said, cocking his 
head. "And that despite everything that just happened at breakfast. Is it Alby, is he feeling better?" 


Newt hadn't given Alby a thought this morning, and maybe that should make him feel bad. His 
good mood was more due to the fact that he'd come out for the first time last night. That Minho 
hadn't made a big deal out of it. That Tommy remarked that he was in higher spirits. That they 
could talk to each other in such a wonderfully uncomplicated way. That he still felt that spark of 
hope, strong enough to keep any dark thoughts at bay. However, he wouldn't say any of that to 
Thomas, and yeah, Alby also seemed to be getting better by the day, so it didn't feel like a lie when 
Newt simply nodded. 


"He should wake up soon," he said. 


"Good to hear," Thomas replied with honesty. “I know you think I don't like him. But it's not like 
that. I just think his way of doing things is, well, a little... unserviceable ." 


Thomas' choice of words had Newt laughing. And as much as he'd love to stay and continue 
talking to him, he'd already neglected too many of his duties and couldn't afford to spend another 
day doing nothing. 


"I'm sorry, Tommy, but I'll have to leave you to your fate now," he said. "Maybe I'll send Chuck 
over later to bring you dinner and keep you company. Will you last that long without dying of 
boredom?" 


"I don't think there's much else I can do," Thomas sighed, stepping back from the wooden bars. 


Newt gave him one last encouraging smile, then turned away, looking forward to a hopefully 
uneventful day. Though something told him there was a better chance of Gally bringing Minho 
flowers than of passing a day in the Glade with nothing strange happening. 


Chapter End Notes 


I feel like I owe Gally an apology. The fact that he's one of my favorite characters 
didn't stop me from picking up this scene from book!canon. I just think it shows the 
relationship he and Minho share very well, which will be important for the later 
development of the story. 

Still, I didn't try to portray him as the asshole quite as much as Dashner wrote him. I 
still think there's nothing wrong with Gally being at least a little suspicious of Thomas. 
And it's only too understandable that he's getting more and more frustrated with the 
whole situation as you see that no one is listening to him! 

(Threatening to kill people is not okay though!) 


Chapter 20 


The next day dawned and indeed Newt had gotten through the previous one without any 
significant incident. Last night's sleep had been dreamless and yet Tommy was the first thing that 
came to his mind when he opened his eyes and was greeted by the still bluish light of the 
approaching sunrise. Today was the first day of the Greenie's training, and besides the hopeful 
expectation that they might finally find a way out, something else tugged at Newt. Doubts if this 
really was a good idea. Newt knew the pitfalls of the Maze better than most, he knew how 
dangerous it was out there. Yet he'd agreed to make Tommy a Runner. Should something happen 
to him now, Newt would never be able forgive himself. 


Already wide awake, he pulled back the covers and got dressed before rushing downstairs to 
brush his teeth. It wasn't common for the leader to accompany a prospective Runner's first day of 
practice, but after all, he'd been a Runner himself once, and Newt didn't think Minho would object. 


Quite contrary to everything Gally had said, Minho was usually one of the first to get up in the 
morning, likely spending hours in the Map Room before grabbing breakfast and heading into the 
Maze, so when he stepped out of the bathroom Newt was not at all surprised when he saw two 
figures winding their way through the crowd of Gladers who slept on the lawn. The slightest glow 
of early morning illuminated the Glade, turning everything dark blue and shadowed, still, Newt 
instantly recognized Tommy. A little stiff from the night at the Slammer, but not curbed in his 
eagerness to start the day, the boy stumbled along, a few times just missing the outstretched limbs 
of the sleeping Gladers. Newt shook his head, but couldn't help a grin when their eyes met. 


"I see our little jailbird is on the loose again," he greeted him, "did ya get a good night's rest?" 


"Slept horribly, the Deadheads are heaven in comparison, nothing beats the comfort of your bed 
though," Thomas replied, stretching, making his back crack as his shirt was lifted just enough to 
draw Newt's attention to the thin line of visible skin just above the waistband of the boy's grey 
pants. "Maybe it was because I was exhausted to death, but I haven't gotten such a restful sleep 
since." 


"Hah, good luck with getting back into Newt's bed then, shank. Our leader doesn't share," Minho 
laughed. "Been there, tried that." 


Newt was glad the dimness disguised the blush that inevitably rose in his face at the thought of 
Tommy trying to get into his bed. Nonetheless, he averted his gaze and began walking around the 
Homestead. 


"Oh, you got me all wrong there, Minho. I have nothin’ against sharing," he said while the other 
two followed him. "You're just not my preferred company when it comes to sharing a bed. Besides, 
you're havin’ it all nice and comfy in Alby's bed these days, haven't ya?" 


"And who would it be that you would prefer over me?" Minho replied with playful mockery in his 
voice. "Me, your best friend and by far the best looking shank the Glade has to offer?" 


"For a start I'd choose someone who's not as full of themselves as a certain someone," Newt easily 
slipped into their usual friendly banter. “Someone nice.” 


"Someone nice," Minho echoed as he pulled out a key and opened up a shabby door leading to a 


small storage cupboard in a crooked cranny near the back corner of the Homestead. "You heard 
him, Greenie, you better be on your best behaviour from now on." 


Thomas didn't reply and Newt watched him as he tried to peek over Minho's shoulder. Besides 
ropes and chains, other odds and ends and running equipment there were mainly a lot of spiders 
inside the cupboard. Minho switched on his torch and its light crisscrossed about its interior, 
eventually falling on an open box full of running shoes. 


“This right there's the number one supply we get,” Minho announced. “At least for us. They send 
new ones in the Box every so often. If we had bad shoes, we'd have feet that look like freaking 
Mars.” He bent over and rummaged through the pile. “What size you wear?” 


“Size?” Thomas asked, obviously irritated by that question. “I... don't know.” 


"What's in those you're wearing right now," Minho suggested and Thomas reached down to pull 
off one of the shoes he'd worn since coming to the Glade and took a look inside. 


“Eleven.” 


“Geez, shank, you got big feet.” Minho stood up holding a pair of sleek silver ones. “But looks 
like I got some — man, we could go canoeing in these things.” 


“Those are fancy.” Thomas took them and sat at the ground to try them on while Newt leaned 
against one of the trees to take some weight off his bad leg. Minho grabbed a few more things 
before he walked out of the cupboard to join them. 

“Only Runners and Keepers get these,” he said as he let a wrist-watch drop into Thomas' lap. It 
was black and very simple and resembled the one Minho had around his wrist. With the difference 
that it wasn't that worn and the display didn't show any scratches yet. “Put it on and never take it 
off. Your life might depend on it.” 

"Why doesn't Newt have one?" 


"He-" 


"Lost mine some weeks ago," Newt interrupted Minho. "None of your bloody business." That had 
come out harsher than he'd meant it to be. Minho gave him a sharp look. 


"Through sun and shadows the time can be roughly determined, being a Runner requires more 
precision though," Newt explained, avoiding Thomas' gaze. "I'm not a Runner any more." 


"But as leader you're certainly above the Keepers and Minho just said that-" 

“Anyway,” Minho continued talking, “here's a rucksack, water bottles, lunchbox, some shorts and 
T-shirts, other stuff.” He nudged Thomas, who looked up. Minho was holding out a couple of pairs 
of tightly cut underwear, made from shiny white material. “These bad boys're what we call 
Runnie-undies. Keeps you, um, nice and comfy.” 


“Nice and comfy?” Thomas looked between Minho and Newt, blinking in confusion. 


“Yeah, ya know. Your-” 


“Yeah, got it.” He took the underwear and other stuff and stuffed everything in the rucksack. 
“You guys really have this all this all thought out, don't you?” 


“Couple of years runnin’ your butt off every day, you figure out what you need and ask for it,” 
Newt said with a shrug as Minho started stuffing things into his own rucksack. 


“You mean, you can make requests? Supplies you want?” Thomas asked, eyes widened in 
surprise. “Why would the people who'd sent us here help so much?” 


“Of course we can. Just drop a note in the Box, and there she goes. Doesn't mean we always get 
what we want from the Creators,” Minho explained. “Newt keeps asking for books but he's only 
got like three over those three years we've been here. The Creators apparently don't care much 
about virtues of that kind." 


“Ever asked for a map?” 


Minho laughed. “Yeah, tried that one. Asked for a TV, too, but no luck. I guess those shuck-faces 
don't want us seeing how wonderful life is when you don't live in a freaking maze.” 


Looking at Thomas Newt felt a tickle of doubt that life was so great back home — what kind of 
world allowed people to make kids live like this? It wasn't the first time that thought had occurred 
to him, but this time it was different, as if its source had been founded in actual memory, a wisp of 
light in the darkness of his mind. 


Thomas finished lacing up his shoes, then stood up and jogged around in circles, jumping up and 
down. "They feel pretty good," he announced. "I guess I'm ready." 


Minho was still crouched over his rucksack on the ground; he glanced up at Thomas with a look 
of disgust. “You look like an idiot, prancin' around like a shuck ballerina. Good luck out there with 
no breakfast, no packed lunch, no weapons.” 


Thomas stopped mid-movement. “Weapons? 


“Weapons.” Minho stood and walked back to the cupboard and opened a trapdoor in its floor. 
“Come here, I'll show you.” 


Minho went first; Thomas looked at Newt as if asking permission to follow. Newt winked at him 
before approaching the opening in the floor and stepping into it. The stairs creaked with every shift 
of weight as they descended the dozen steps. The cool air was refreshing, despite the dust and the 
strong scent of mildew. They hit a dirt ground and were surrounded by impenetrable darkness. 
Newt hadn't been down here in ages, but he blindly found the string hanging from the ceiling, he 
pulled it and a single light bulb lit. 


The room was at least ten square metres. Shelves lined the walls, and there were several blocky 
wooden tables; everything in sight was covered with all manner of junk. Wooden poles, metal 
spikes, large pieces of mesh, rolls of barbed wire, saws, knives, swords. One entire wall was 
dedicated to archery: wooden bows, arrows, spare strings. 


"Wow," Thomas murmured to Newt's right, his voice a dull thump in the enclosed place. “Why 
do you need so many weapons?” 


"We don't," Newt said, running a finger over one of the swords that had a thick layer of dust on it. 


"It was all here before we came. I don't know what the Creators intended us to do with them, none 
of this is really helpful out there. Unless-" 


"Unless they wanted you to fight each other," Thomas finished his thought, looking at Newt, 
terrified. 


"Yeah, well,” said Newt and a chill ran down his spine at the thought. “Luckily, Minho only 
found access after we'd already established a society of sorts. Rules and all." 


"Don't use most of it now either," Minho added. “But you never know. All we usually take with 
us is a couple of sharp knives.” 


He nodded towards a large wooden trunk in the corner, its top open and leaning against the wall. 
Knives of all shapes and sizes were stacked haphazardly all the way to the top. 


“Seems kind of dangerous to have all this stuff,” Thomas said. “What if Ben had got down here 
right before he went nuts and attacked me?” 


Minho pulled the keys out of his pocket and dangled them in front of Thomas' face. “Only a few 
lucky toads have a set of these.” 


“Still...” 


“Quit your bellyachin' and pick a couple. Make sure they're nice and sharp. Then we'll go and get 
breakfast and pack our lunch. I wanna spend some time in the Map Room before we head out.” 


With that, Minho disappeared back up the stairs and Thomas watched him go, then turned his 
attention back to the box full of knives. Undecided, he took out a few, weighed them from hand to 
hand, and pretended to stab them into something. 


Newt laughed at his clumsy movements and held up his hands defensively. "Tommy, stop, or 


you'll end up stabbing yourself or somethin’. 
Thomas turned, some long black-bladed dagger still raised. Newt backed away a bit. 
"Uh, sorry," Thomas said and lowered his hand. "I have no idea what I'm doing." 


"I can see that," Newt smirked, closing the gap between them and reaching for Thomas's hand. 
When his fingers curled around the other's to adjust it higher up the hilt, closer to the blade, he 
avoided looking directly at Thomas. "That's better. Holdin’ it closer to the blade will give ya more 
control over your movements." 


"Like this?" Thomas asked, and drew momentum to ram the blade into an imaginary opponent. 
Newt's fingers slipped from Thomas' hand to his wrist as he stepped behind him and quick-wittedly 
grasped at it, stopping Thomas before his over-enthusiastic movement could have him ramming 
the dagger into his own chest. How the hell had this boy managed to survive a night in the Maze? 


"No," Newt said. He found himself standing way too close to Thomas; his entire front against his 
back, hand still tight around his wrist, he tried to calm his racing heart. "Maybe you should leave 


the weapons to Minho for now." 


"Uh yeah sure," Thomas turned his head to look at Newt who immediately let go of him, like he'd 


been burned. "I don't see how this is going to help me out there anyway." 


Thomas eyed the dagger in his hands, then went back to the box and selected another short silvery 
one with a rubber grip. "The Grievers will be so impressed." 


Newt cleared his throat, his entire body still tingling from being near Thomas. "You've already 
killed one of 'em." 


"Maybe, but I was lucky. I'm not sure how a dagger would have helped me then," he lowered his 
eyes to the ground, as he continued, his voice was little more than a whisper, "or if I could do it 
again." 


“I never asked you about what happened that night.” 
"I figured Minho already told you everything." 
"Most of it, not everything." 


"Oh," was all Thomas said. He twirled the daggers between his fingers, then looked up and his 
gaze met Newt's. "Well, I don't know what Minho told you, but it's not that I actively killed that 
Griever, it was more like, uh, by accident. A happy coincidence. I was in the right place at the right 
time." 


Newt didn't look away, didn't even blink, wasn't surprised by Thomas' sincerity which only 
reinforced how he already felt about him. Tommy was one of the good guys. He didn't owe Newt 
honesty. He could have let Newt believe he'd exactly known what he was doing when he took 
down that Griever. Newt was sure most of the other Gladers would have; they would have seized 
the glory of such an act, but Thomas was different. For some reason he'd confided in Newt. And it 
didn't matter whether he was a hero in shining armour or just an exceptionally lucky bastard, all 
that mattered to Newt was that he'd brought hope back when he'd thought it lost forever. 


"I can understand if you no longer want me to be trained as a Runner, I'll just-" 


"Slim yourself," Newt silenced him with a wave of his hand. "You wanna find a way out of the 
Maze, don't ya?" 


"Yes but-" 

"T want that, too." 

"But the others-" 

"The others are as sick of this buggin' place as I am, and you're the best hope we've, even if some 
haven't understood that yet. So you'll pull yourself together and get me the shuck out of here. All of 
us. I've faith in you, that's why I made you a Runner. But what about you, you still think you can 
do it?” 


"Yeah," Thomas nodded emphatically. "I think I can do it." 


"Good that," Newt said, smiling before briefly placing his hand on Thomas' shoulder, unsure of 
what to do next. He cleared his throat. "We should go have breakfast. Minho's waiting." 


Newt turned towards the steps, but Thomas stopped him, grabbed his hand and Newt's heart 
jumped so hard he thought it would leap out of his chest. 


"Thanks, Newt." 
Newt stared at their hands between them, his own with his long pale fingers in Thomas' slightly 


smaller one and he had to swallow before he could speak. "You shouldn't thank me too soon. The 


Maze is ungracious and before you know it you'll be wishin’ you were spendin’ your days with 
Gally and the Builders." 


Thomas chuckled. "We both know that will never happen." 
"Breakfast?" Newt reminded him again. 
"Breakfast sounds good," Thomas said, releasing Newt's hand. 


"Last one turn off the lights," Newt called over his shoulder when he already was halfway up the 
stairs. 
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